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Dear Friends, Foes, and Others: 


Welconie to the third issue of TIME WARP. We think you'll enjoy it, 
but we'll let you discover the goodies for yourself. Read -- and enjoy!! 
And then, pZease LOC!! Unless we hear from you, we don't know what we're 
doing right (or wrong). 


Fanzines are bi-lateral forms of communication. We -- the editors, 
writers, artists -- have certain visions we want to share with you. But 
we can't tell how successful we are unless you respond. All comments will 
be passed on to the ‘creator’ concerned, unless you request otherwise. But 
do write. It gets lonely here, honest. 


(And yes, I do know that one of the things wrong with this issue is 
a definite lack of a numbering system for the pages. Unfortunately, when 
finances -- and see below for a further discussion of this topic -- are 
tight, one's rented typewriter goes back to its home base frequently. And 


freight delivery between here and Yavin 4 has been strangely expensive and 
erratic lately.) 


Next on the agenda, a status report on Isis Press. First of all, Isis 
is now a partnership. On all Isis publications after this date the masthead 
will show Anne Elizabeth Zeek and Regina Gottesman as co-editors and (foolish 
people they!) co-publishers. All future orders for any Isis publication should 
go to the Keeper-of-the-Books, Regina Gottesman, 100 West 94 Street, NY NY 10025. 
Submissions should continue to go to PO Box 296, Staten Island, NY 10301. 
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one who does 


your dollars to the Alliance coffers 
to meet publishing costs 


Secondly, some of you may have orders on record with Isis, or know some- 
Within the next two months, letters will be sent to everyone 
on the Isis subscription list to give them an itemization of their account 


In the meantime, please be assured that we have not frivolously contributed 
on zine related charges. 
your orders 


We have, instead, selfishly used them 
During 1978, due to increases in supply costs, postal costs, etc., when 
combined with a serious underestimation of expenses, Isis Zost over $3,000.00 
This is the major reason for the delay in many of 
Please bear with us, people. We ave trying our best 
TIME WARP #1: temporarily out of print 
reprinting i 
for FanQuality Award in 1978 
TIME WARP #2 


There will be ONE more 
now available 
TIME WARP #3 


Contains. Part One of The Cytherean Cycle, nominated 
Contains "Brothers", a Wu Ormenat 
Cycle story, much more. Is being mailed as able 
: now available 
story, much more. 


Being mailed as able 
PERN PORTFOLIO #1: 
reprinting 


Contains a "Thousand World Cycle 
temporarily out of print. 
This is a McCaffrey universe zine called "the most 
beautiful zine in fandom" in an unsolicited review. 
RIGHT OF STATEMENT : 


There will be ONE 
Issues 1, 2, 3/4 now available 
future issues will be a bit more -- on time? 


We hope 


MIRROR WORLDS: Still being planned, projected date 1980. In hand 
are a MIRROR Wu Ormenel story (absolutely GOOD stuff!!), works by 
Crystal Taylor and Sarah Leibold, etc. Among the projected stories 
are a MIRROR Cytherean story -- and anything else we can con out of 
peopl. : 


' CYTHEREAN CYCLE: Still planned, projected date in 1980. 


ETCS. Also being planned are TIME WARP #4 and PERN PORTFOLIO #2, 
both of which are still open for contributions of art, fiction, 
poetry, etc. 


Anyhoo, there you go, guys. That's the: general status of all the Isis 
Press publications as of this writing. If you are not on our mailing list, 
and you want more information, please send an SASE. 


an 


You will note that TW2 and TW3 are being mailed "as able". LONG story, 
folk. Unfortunately, when we first took orders for TIME WARP #2 it was for 
$3.00 or for $2.50 as part of a ‘special offer’ with MIRROR WORLDS and 
CYTHEREAN CYCLE. Well. TW2 is a lot bigger, and more expensive, than planned. 
It's a 210 page zine costing $5.00, people! Needless to say, the postal costs 
are also correspondingly higher. We have been picking up the difference in 
these expenses out of our own pockets -- working toward our second $3,000.00 
loss, as it were!! The zines WILL be mailed to you, if you have them on order, 
just as soon as we are able to get the postage together. They'll then be 
mailed in order of receipt. 


We sent out a mail-fund appeal several months ago, got some lovely 
responses from some lovely people -- and nothing from the rest of you. So, 
hey, this is a second appeal -- help, pZease? We happen to think the products 
put out by Isis Press are the best value for your dollar you can get in fandom. 
We wouldn't be doing the bl**dy coolie work involved in it (typing, lay-out, 
collating, etc.) otherwise. But we can't go to debtor's prison because of it. 
We want Isis Press to pay its own way. That's the only way you can be assured 
of continuing to receive the best we can give you. 


THIS FANZINE IS RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO REGINA GOTTESMAN, WHO KNOWS ENOUGH 
TO KEEP HER MOUTH SHUT -- AND DOESN'T. 
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INVOCATION 


7 Te the arma of The Joe 
L place my life. 
Into Its molten Beauty 
Do T place my heart. 
From The dous T draw 
my AuAtenance 
my understanding 
and my hope: 

Into the arma of The joe 
Do T place my (fe. 


ela~marte Varesamo 2 
translated 
ec ag ar geal 





rom She Jedi low 


Dene Atgentt] 

Twill romewber that The Jose bine a dhark stele, ancl thot 

eat way be brouglt by mianac of The focce through unbalanced 
vision and aclfvabnest. 

T will remewber that 4 to my uty atm fodd to combat 

this ovil whenever tt aries. | 

T will remember that ovil once involeeck con be contained, 
awd I will strive to coutain t with all the skille af my 
command. 


ye evil contained ia not overcome ~ for itt muat be 
maformert by The focce. Twill meck that which w 
born of harknes fearlealy with Light and Lower 
Awd if the evil i far catnblished, Tui remember the 
way of ta negntvon ~ though it be by sacrifice ~ and I 
wil Prepare to restore the balauce. 

Unto the Harmony of the Galary be oll wy actoux 
Le the joe be my guidance nud my strength. 


jedi Master: 


ou are not fighting, tt ts The 
a fights oad ae 
Allow no sr igh ad 
To impede ¢ flow of The. joe. 


Keep Peace with ue own being 
a a As of Li th ey 


Seek Peace tn 
4 you may ede 


Gp coapae ton and Mercy to all beings. 

Remember, i serve the Galaxy | 

And its peoples and sentient ge 

Aga (e to the Heart of hey wy 
md be conscious of the Unity 

In which we dwell. 


©, 
%? 


Long may rt be 
Lg i Fie 
ie This Presence. 


Lowg may T bie 
| pi ee es bight 
fires the rams. 





Beiore the Fall 


Jedi born, Jedi proud, 
None can match you now. 
Sabre flashing in your hand, 
Worlds before you bow. 


Young you are, skilled and strong, 
Warrior in your prime. 

Can you see what lies ahead 
Through the mist of time? 


Dark and light in you rage -- 
Hear their voices call! 
Which one, Jedi, will it be -- 
Will you stand or fall? 


Jedi born, Jedi proud, 

Standing tall and brave. 

Which of two roads will you choose -- 
Master, lord -- or slave? 


by Kelly Hill 
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Srom She Sacred Writings of the Jedi - 
ranslaved by oAngela~Maree ed 


;| Pie joy was with you from the beguning 
And sustains your existence now. 
It ts Life, and the flow of Life; 
It is Light, expanding and defendtng. 
Use The force and you ‘find 
That :: ella of cosmic at) 


Obey the olts and you find 

oe sabre fights for you 
mawares 

Let The force wse you ~ 

e with the heavens 


and the tides of the galayies/ 


ff edit sees with his fecli 
; he ieapeaees ont 


And wins the sense of knowing 
He did not see the stroke 

He directed not the hit ~ 
There was only consciousness 


saint 
mh ey silence. 


oT Jed Gives 
| 50 that any actin 


when necess 

is not eytracrdinary, 
A Soci lives in The Jove : 

a his actions 

partake of Its nature. 


ee 
| You are responsible 
for the intelligent life 
around you. 


is responsible for you. 


WV (Aye The Force to Know Tesebf 
through you 


Feel It Cink you to the rest of creation 
Feel Tt guide your hands, your movements. 
Feel It reach through you, and touch 

The threat 


with Its starfire 
The matriy of life 


with Its arms 


ae 


The universe 
with Tes extending bight. 
Your arms move the arms of the Galayy. 


v Ops by becerning ane Mich Sie onemy 
Can you win. ? 
The victory goes to him 
Whose Cove gives 
The more perfect integrvty. 
Feel them in your heart, 
Enornp a wrth your being — 


thew spat coal 
rh the Ss S ak. 
Call, sri 


and they shall answer: 
fight, 

and their every move 

resonates first In You, 


for you enfolded: them 


in gentle oneness. 


VI ~ the stillness of an evening Sea 
his you become 


As you let The Josce guide. 


Fooce ~ sotee sy chamiege 3 
; raging tumult 
this youltarn 2 

To channel to others. 


Look into the face of terror 
ard ates of wars unleashed power 
uch the burning throat of defeat ~ 
And only smite. 


Vil Qe te slowing nebulae drift through you. 
Let WUE 5 Te PCS ae 
Le thousand million stars 
s through your heart. 
The galayies spin, ever onward, 
Unsuppor in the vow 
Unseen 
Yot how imeyori 16 power ts 
Hoo implacable 
This seeming nothingness! 


Vill Ale se begining and the ending of your life 
ts mathe ~ 
So should cach day be marked. 


ndtime with he Galactic inetty 
or this you guard a 
Give time as an offering w The foe 
Le this Vies Fs ae and power: 
Mow The fouce 
to daim you as a child, 
Allow the stas 


to hain you a6 kan. 


|X (Tne living demands 
Crysialized purpose 
Integrated dedication 
Ever vresent hope. 


_ Seek your ceiter in some 

And iis achtevenunt etait you. 

end your lige in search of pleasure 

Ta You ee the joy in ae 
Devote your life to destruction 
And powerless will be loft your arms. 
Unshakable poace, 
Unfolding beauty, 


cr and gurgose of a thousand suns, 
ace: Th: en m= 


*X fh no fits y 
pe) fights beside you. 


f a thousand years 


pies wrth your every move. 


There Lig 0 eee 
ee aan 
i fight on some nameless world, 
Raabe pick as 
you, meet im 
es #6 with 
nee eh iy considered defeat? 
rie pore any outcome disturb the fire of your soul? 






Captain, This contigueation 

of ships 1s highly 
illogical. 

1 | aw Excedrin 

GsIeL, com ing on! 






AHA! Rebels! 













The Stormtroope rs 


are coming ! 

The Stormtroope 
; L 

Rie | The Cylons 


Have vou 5 LES 
Vo et <en 
ck aie sam where? 






Fee coming 





bee . INTERSTELLAR. TRAPFIC 


Tam !/ 


The GHALLENGE 


by Fern Marder 





Look at them, 
' heads together, speaking low 
always together 
sharing thoughts, 
hopes and dreams. 
for their "better world." 
Student and Mentor-- 
the favored one--bah! . 
He is the faithful young cub, 
hanging at the heels of his Master, 
fetching and begging 
and receiving the choicest morsels. 









Why? 


Even the Elder has acknowledged; 
I ath the brightest 
of his pupils; 
I have learned fastest 
in skills and theories; 
I have shown promise 
to surpass even the powers 
of our Teacher. 
But I have dared 
to speak aloud 
of greater things 
and bolder plans, 
while they keep to tradition. 
And so the other enjoys pleasures 
that I do not-- 
the smile of our Guide, 
the encouraging looks. 
The Elder scorns my friends 
who follow me 
and dotes instead. 
on the other's newborn son-- 
a future faithful for the fold. 


* * * 


20. 





Time has passed 
and I have spent it 
deep in study 
of wondrous things. 
The Elder fears to teach the others 
(if they could learn) 
such might as this. 
In the ancient books I've fain 
are words of different tone. 
They bare a vibrant other side 
to things we learned 
as a quiescent glow. 
I've grown in strength 
as well as knowledge, 
in speed and surety 
and: breadth -of. vision. 
The Force is strong within me now 
even as it is in the Master. 


The time has come to show my skill, 
to win the place now rightly mine. 
Let the favored student match: 
his control and fire with one 
unburdened by the fears of power 
instilled by Teacher's wary gaze. 
I call to him to meet me now 
with sabers drawn 
and prowess matched; 
to claim from the Elder that esteem 
that should be granted me. 


"6 * * 


We fight not long 
before he falters-- 
_the Master dares not interfere. 
But when it is done, 
and the other has fallen, 
: it is not deference that I find 
. but wrath and fear in Mentor's heart 
‘ that I have triumphed so. 


I flee the sanctuary of learning 

to face, instead, the raging world. 
I will find my place of power; 

others will turn to me to learn. 
The reborn Force will keep me victor-- 

dominion will be mine. 


21, 
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The Cinncinnatus 
Caper 


by Anne Elizabeth Zeek 


Cinncinnatus is a sickness, not a town. And after ten swelt- 
ering days there, I'd come to agree with the cynical bastard who first 
said that. 


I'd been stranded in Cinncinnatus when the Méllenntwun Falcon 
stripped a ball-bearing on a routine 'milk-run' to Dardanel. Now, Dar- 
danel may be the original home of the human race, but if you ask me, 
mankind took to space for one reason only -- to escape the inevitability 
of Cinncinnatus. 


I may be the best pilot in the galaxy, but I am not a certified 
mech. There are some repairs -- not many, I grant you, but some -- that 
are beyond even my skills. On top of which, I can't manufacture equip- 
ment out of thin air. I needed those bearings! TI took the FTL to a 
rocket-pod for repairs. And proceeded ‘to twiddle my thumbs for ten days. 
The Cinncinnatus rot set in.. I wondered if I'd ever see space again. 
When the eleventh day dawned and'I was no closer to getting the needed 
repairs or parts than ever, I was deperate. 


That has to explain why I agrees to see Jabba the Hut. I can 
think of no reason, other than Cinncinnatus itself, why I'd deal with 
one I'd normally distrust on sight -- or smell. 


Jabba, known quadrant-wide as an ‘authority’ on illegal but 
highly remunerative ventures, sent word he'd see me that afternoon. 
Alone. I didn't like the sound of that "alone" business, and from the 
growls coming from my First Mate, I could tell Chewbacca didn't much ‘ 
like it either. But it was like an audience with the Emperor. You did- 
n't-set the appointment. de did. : 


"Weaurioarbrriar1?" 
23. 


I shrugeed off Chewie's suggestion that we string the space-bo 
who'd brought Jabba's message up by the ankles so we could pull him in- 
side out by the tch$ils. I noticed the space-bo direct a look of hatred 
towards Chewie, and got the impression that he had at least a working 
knowledge of the !!ooktee tanguace. !!iding my action from the space-bo, 
I gave Chewie a good belt and hissed "Shut up, lout! This may be a job 
offer, a chance to get off this fletchin'’ planet! ''e can talk about it 
later. After this guy goes." 


I: let my voice trail off succestively. Chewie and I were both 
bored from the unaccustomed inactivity of the past eleven days. Fut not 
only were we going stir-crazy, we were also running out of credits for 
food and other necessities. Thank the Maker I didn't have to pay for 
rent. Chewie anc I were living anc sleeping aboard the Millennium Fal~ 
con. Oh, I knew there was some sorta local ordinance that ships in dry 
dock be untenanted, but I figured that law needn't concern me until re- 
pairs on the Falcon actually began. 


Besides, I hadda save credits someplace! You don't know what 
expensive zs until you've hadda pay for a Wookiee's idea of a ‘light © 
dinner' planetside. Anyvay. between Chewie's food bill and my charge 
account at Mama Lou's House of Pleasure, I was eager for employment. 
And not too particular about who did the paying, so long as.1I got paid. 
Maybe the sight of crisp credits in my fists would speed repairs on my 
ship! 


Chewie grumbled some more, but finally quieted down enough to 
let me question the space-bo. Make that ‘try' to question the space-bo. 
Either the toad was very well-trained, or he knew absolutely nothing 
outside of the message he'd been told to deliver. 


I'd been watching him since he first entered the docking bay 
area. He didn't act like a common space-bo. Even the way he'd control- 
led his fury at Chewie's comments made me think the toad was more'n a ~ 
piece of space-scum.: If Jabba was sending trained fighting men after . 
me, to deliver messages, that job might be quite a bit better than I'd 
been thinking! 


I tried the 'hail-fellows-vwell-met' ploy on the toad, followed by the 
'sincere-little-business-man-trying-to-get-an-insight~-into-the-thinking- 
of-a-tycoon' gambit. Toad ignored both attempts at information. I ser~- 
iously considered Chewie's earlier suggestion, especially when Toad re- 
peated his instructions in a sneering tone. 


“Solo, you will report to Jabba the Hut at 1200 standard hours. 
You will come alone. There is no need for discussion.” 


"Yeah, but like Z satd, why alone? Chewie's my partner, for 
Morga's sake! We do things together. -You know -- Share and share alike! 
I can't make a job decision alone." 


his instructions a third 
time, just 's if I was a 
brain-burn case. Then he 
flipped a metal token in the 
air and watched it land in 
an open can of grease. 


= eeeana set [aeencde wae i | 


He shrugged. 
"There's your identification 
pass, Solo. You don't get 
in without it. And Jabba 
does not like to be kept 
waiting." Toad then turned 
on his heel and stiff-legged 
it out of the garage without 
saying another word. 


Wookiees are notor- 
jously quick to take offense 
-- and Chewie is no excep- 
tion. I pulled on his arm 
as he headed after Toad. 


"I know, Chewie, I 
know. Ya wanna shove'his : 
blaster where it'll do the mi ; : : 
most good. All frequencies blasting. So do I. The skutdal But he's 
Jabba’. creature. And you know what that means." 





"Waruarghoriar." Chewie still protested, offering enticing 
plans for Toad's future, but I clung to his arm and soon the rage and 
the kill-fever sifted out of him. We both knew what 'that' meant. 
We'd been here long enough to know that Jabba owned Cinncinnatus, Dar- 
danel, the entire quadrant -- hook, Tine, and crooked dice game, I 
wouldn't give a plugged nickel fior my chances in said crooked game if 
I didn't make my appearance at this command audience. 


"I know you don't trust that toad, Chewie, or his boss, either. 
Well; me neither. But if Jabba has a job offer... " 


"Schrlicher!" Chewie denied any interest in any plans of Jab- 
ba's devising and let me know what I could do with those plans. 


2 "Yeah, well, it's still worth checkin’ out." I fished in the 
grease can for the pass. "I wish I knew exactly what Jabba has in mind. 
I don't like this, Chewie. I don't like it at all. 


"Nawior rrowl criar1!" Chewies' prompt agreement didn't help 
ease my mind. 


25. 


I checked the chronometer. I had just enough time.to clean 
off the grease and get to Jabba's. I took a quick sano and used the 
fresher. In honor of the occasion I put on a clean change of clothes. 
I adjusted the blaster at my hip, then shrugged into my padded vest. 

I checked the customized pocket to be sure my vibro-blade was in place. 
For ease of movement I left the top three buttons of my shirt undone 
and rolled the sleeves a quarter of the way up. 


: I flexed my arms experimentally, then practised both my one- 
hand and my cross-arm draws. Good. No binding, no pulling. I checked 
my ammo, waved good-by to Chewie, ignored his doleful prophecies, and 
set out. 


Cinncinnatus is the oldest intact city on Dardanel, and the 
way to Jabba's led right through the most ancient part, but I had more 
important things than sight-seeing on my mind. I only realized the true 
extent of Jabba's wealth and power as I approached his headquarters. 
Cinncinnatus, like all pre-space cities, is a rabbit-warren of tiny 
streets , towering buildings, and poorly maintained drainage systems. 

In spite of this, real-estate values in these hell-holes are unbeliev+ 
able. A wealthy merchant might occupy a single room in a sky-higher, 
paying outlandish prices for absolutely no services, simply for an ad- 
dress his business associates would respect. 


Jabba's headquarters were in just such a prime property area. 
But Jabba was not content with a single room, a simple suite. Not he! 


In the heart of the inner city Jabba had a Hutacian hacienda 
of rambling, single-storied splendor on almost 50 acres of land. Now, 
that may not sound like much if you're from a frontier world or a farm 
planet, but remember land values on Dardanel are 1000 to 1,000,000 times 
the value on less settled, newer worlds. I admit, I was impressed, 


I walked toward the iron-barred gate, wondering if this was 
enough security. The walls were low enough to scale, I could name any 
of a dozen races who could easily bend the bars, and there were no 
guards around. Or at least none I could see. 


I walked up to the gateway but hit something invisible be fore 
I could reach it. I put my hand out and met an impenetrable barrier. 
Scooping up some pebbles I tossed them overhead. There was a crackle 
and they disappeared. 


I whistled. Hey, there are cities that can't afford differ- 
ential magneto-domes! I got a cold feeling in the pit of my stomach. 
I'd never dealt with this much power before. Jabba was way out of my 
class, and I knew it. 


I started to walk away and was stopped by a cold, sexless 
voice coming out of nowhere. "Going somewhere, Solo?" 


I froze, then turned back to the gate. I forced myself to 
laugh off-handedly. "Just looking for a way in." 


"Put your token in your right hand and hold it in front of 
you, then walk forward." 


I did as ordered. There was a slight resistance, but I pen- 
etrated the force-field. As soon as I was on the hacienda grounds 
the voice told me‘to keep to the right-hand path until I reached the 
main house. A welcoming committee waited for me there. Toad and 
four others of the same sort. 


"Nice to see you again," I greeted my old pal. “Ain't ya 
gonna introduce me to your friends?" 


A sour expression on his face, Toad told me to shut up. Four 
of them surrounded me, took my blaster, and gave me the most thorough 
frisking I've ever had. I don't know how they missed my vibro-blade, 
because they even checked my boots, my belt-buckle, and my buttons. 


Toad nodded to the goon who'd stayed by the door. He opened 
it. Stepping in close formation, the other four then quick-marched me 
inside the hacienda. 


We were in a large ante-chamber. The room beyond was guarded 
by a being so huge he'd give Chewie nightmares. He held up a massive 
hand and when the goon squad halted I was forcedto also. Toad and 


friends spread out a bit. I was on a grid of some sort. 


"Hey, guys, what -- ?" A gesture from my own blaster, held by 
Toad, silenced me. Even unasked, my question was soon answered. The 
behemoth trod over to a view-screen filling one whole wall of the ante- 
chamber and flipped a switch. The grid sang with power, and my image 
appeared on the screen. Information flooded the read-out panel and I 
was reconstructed there from the genes outward. 


i? Within seconds, the big lug knew all about my minor abdominal 
operation, my three blaster wounds, my two gold teeth -- and my vibro- 
blade. He held out a hand as large as Chewie's head. 


"You can't blame a man for trying," I said and handed it over. 


He ignored me. I do not like to be ignored. I took a deep 
breath, all set to level the guy with a grade-A Han Solo insult. ‘A 
lug that big MUST be all muscle and no brain, right? I could talk 
rings around him, right? Maybe. All I know is I didn't even try, be- 
cause just as I opened my mouth Behemoth turned on Toad and laid him 
such a belt I could hear bones break when he hit the wall at the op- 
posite end of the room. I gulped, swallowed my words, and wished the 
floor would swallow me up. 





"Don't ever make such a stupid mistake again," Behemoth said 
quietly to Toad. He turned to me and I offered twenty-three years of 
living to the Maker. If he got that angry at Toad for letting me slip 
by with a knife, what would he do to me for trying such a dumb stunt 
in the first place? Ignoring Toad, still moaning in pain on the floor, 
Behemoth flipped another switch. The door in front of me opened si-.. 
Tently, and he gestured me on. I scurried through. '!ho was I to ig- 
nore gifts fron on high? 


The door closed behind me. I was alone in a small square 
room. Unfurnished, without windows, its metallic surface was unmarred 
by any indentation. Even the door through which I had just come was 
set ree to the wall and was such a tight fit it could be neither seen 
nor felt. 


The anonymous voice returned. "Deposit your clothes in this 
tray, Solo." A whooshing drew my attention to the corner furthest from 
where I stood. A small door had opened, a tray slid out, and the door 
immediately closed again, leaving the wall as seemingly unmarred as 
before. 


"My clothes? But what --?" 
"Are you questioning Jabba's orders?" 


Just what the hell had I gotten myself into? "Look, I just 
don't see the need for -- " 


"Your understanding is not necessary, Solo. Just your obed- 
jence. And Jabba grows impatient." 


I walked across the room, pulling my vest and shirt off as 
I went. I took my boots and socks off and dropped them in the tray, 
too. I reached for my belt-buckle, hesitated, then started to ask 
Voice if I'd be getting all my gear back. I'd paid good credits for 
that stuff, ya’ know. 


Voice anticipated my question. I was getting fed up with 
s/he/it. 


"Any items of 'worth' you wish to recover may be picked up 
after your interview with Jabba." 


Despite the sneer, I felt better. If I were going to be in- 
terviewed by Jabba, and if I'd be getting my things back intact, then 
maybe I wash’ t just gonna ‘disappear’ anonymously, another space-port 
‘missing person’ statistic. For a while there I'd been afraid Jabba 
was getting upset about my penny-ante operation, but I shoulda known 
better. Jabba was too big to worry about me cutting into his territory. 
More likely he just wanted to hire me for a run or two. Right? Right. 


Unless -- would I be getting my clothes back just to be bur- 
ied in ‘em? 


No time for that now. I unbuckled my belt, unzipped my pants, 
and pulled them off. Not sure who, what, or how many were eye-balling 
me, I was uneasy. I am mot a casual nudist. I save the body beautiful 
bit for intimate moments in a one-to-one female relationship. . I rocked 
back-and-forth and tried to hold my hands naturally. It's impossible 
nude. 


"All right, Solo," said the familiar voice. "Put .both feet on 
the places indicated on the floor, stand completely erect, and hold your 
hands straight out to your sides." 


I knew it was useless to argue. If Voice said there were mark- 
ings on the floor that had been smoothly patinaed but a minute before, 
there were now markings there. I looked. Sure enough, two bright blue 
foot-prints about two feet apart shone on the floor. I walked over and 
positioned myself exactly as Voice had ordered. 


There was a second's pause, as though s/he/it was waiting for 
a comment. I smiled smugly. Caught 'cha that time, eh? My smile was 
wiped off almost immediately. 
A fine, chilled mist descend- 
ed from a hidden vent in the 
ceiling. It enveloped me 
completely, clung to every 
part of my skin. and sank in, 
leaving a bitter after-taste. 
I'd been a spacer too long 
not to know what it was. 


Disinfectant! That 
damn bastard, Jabba! This 
was the height of degrada- 
tion. There'd better be some 
damn good job offer at the 
end of this! I'd been poked 
at, pried at, spied on, made 
to feel like space-scum, 
threatened, humiliated, and 
now I'd been bloody weil dis- 
infected! 


I was furious, but 
there was no one and no thing 
around to take my anger out 
on. "Put this on," came the 
disembodied voice once more. 
A whooshing sounded at the 
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same time and another small door opened. I was more alert -~ and madder 
~- than I'd been earlier. I dived toward the opening, thinking I could 
keep it open by force and so escape. I didn't stop to think what I'd 

do if I did get free, alone in Jabba's headquarters with no blaster. 

And no clothes. 


It made no difference. The door whooshed shut as fast as it 
had opened and iay dive only brought me up against the wall, head first. 
I untangled myself from the small pile of material that had been thrust 
into the room and stood up. 


"A nice try, Solo, but not nice enough. However, we would 
have been most disappointed if you had not made the attempt. But play- 
time is over now. Put on the robe provided." 


Cursing loudly in three languages, I bent to pick up the white 
bundle at my feet. Straightening, I shook out the folds of material. 
It was a short white jot robe of spider-dovn. I was familiar with such 
garments. The girls at Mama Lou's wore them over their full-blown 
charms. 


"You gotta be kidding." I held the jot robe out in front of 
me. "“Z should put this on?" 


"Do you refuse the hospitality of this house?" 
"I'm beginning to wonder if this is a house or a House." 


Voice did not prevend to misunderstand me. S/he/it said, "You 
rate your charms too highly, Solo. Enter the audience chamber clothed 
or not, but enter now." 


I wrapped the robe around me, tying the belt at my waist as 
securely as I could. I knew from experience that the delicate material 
offered little surface friction. It did not hold a knot well. "Might 
as well be naked for all the good this thing'll do," I muttered. I had 
felt better in my life. 


"Step forward, and keep your eyes to the floor," said Voice, 
ignoring my grumbling. 


Eyes to the floor indeed! ‘ho did the Hut think he was, any- 
way? The Emperor? A provincial satrap? A barbaric godling with the 
‘power of life and death -- my thoughts froze. Jabba knew exactly what 
he was: owner of an entire quadrant, with enough power to kill, or, 
even more devastating, to not kill an army of rocket jockies like me. 


I lowered my gaze. My teeth clenched over sudden bile. The 
hatred that had grown at each indignity finalized in that moment. But 
alone, surrounded by Jabba's army, unarmed and virtually naked, there 


was nothing I could do. Besides, Jabba'd called me here for a purpose. 
I'd come this far. I might as well see what he wanted. For now I'd 
swallow my anger, my hatred, and the bitter taste. 


I sensed the wall in front of me fade away. An opaqued inter- 
ior force-field. More of Jabba's meaningless display of wealth. 


"Enter," said Voice. I walked forward several paces, then 
halted in obedience to another command. 


Voice addressed a third party. "The pilot of the Millennium 
Fateon has arrived for his audience, Jabba. We disciplined one of your 
employees for allowing him to smuggle in a small-vibro-blade. Solo's 
person has been thoroughly cleansed and he presents no threat to your 
health." Almost as an afterthought, Voice added, "He appears most 
tractable and amenable now." 


"Tractable and amenable" indeed! I was damn tired of being 
poked and prodded, pushed and pulled. No job was worth this! And 
Voice, treating me as a non-being, further angered me. I risked a peek 
in s/he/it's direction and promptly forgot that useful general pronoun. 


Voice was a she. Most definitely a she. And what a she. Like 
me, she wore only a white spider down robe which no more than brushed 
the thighs. Unlike me, she carried her own dignity about her and stood 
as though robed in garments of state. Looking at her, hair auburn silk 
and eyes rich emeralds, I regretted for the first time: that I had no 
poetry, no songs within me. 


An unctous, roiling voice in a Hutacian dialect I did not under- 
stand brought my fanciful thoughts back to reality. Voice might be all 
the glory I thought her, but she was flawed. I must never forget that 
she was Jabba's tool. 


Voice had told Jabba I was tractable and amenable. Let them 
think that. Let them think me demoralized by the dehumanization of © 
their treatment of ‘guests’. Jabba's self-conceit would not allow him 
to think I was still -- me. His mistake might mean my future. 


Jabba spoke again. The oiliness of his voice sickened me. I 
could feel the hair on my spine rise on end. An unpleasant odor, com- 
prised of equal amounts of rotten fish and decaying meat, hit my nose. 
I managed to keep from gagging. I knew enough not to complain about 
the air filtration system. That smell] didn't come from the kitchens 
or the garbage dump. It was the natural odor of my host. 


I looked at him. Humanoid, bald, eyes expressionless marbles 
in a face that was a network of scars and festering pustules, Jabba 
sprawled in a throne-like chair set on a raised platform in the center 
of the huge, echoing audience room. He was gross, a mountain of fat 


and muscle that would make two of Chewie. His reality was more fright- 
ening than his legend. 


Voice was nodding in response to Jabba's words. She turned 
to the wall to my left. "Bring out Greedo," she said in Basic. 


The opaque force-field faded from sight. My.old friend‘ Toad, 
arm now immobolized in a sling, marched in, closely guarded by two iden- 
tical Behemoths. They walked to the front of the platform and stopped. 
Jabba had temporarily lost interest in me. His attention was centered 
on Toad. I pitied poor Toad. 


Jabba switched to Crinlian. "You have displeased me, Greedo. 
You neglected to get the proper license for your ship. The Emperor's 
forces have grown interested in you. Once the Imperial Tax Bureau sus~ 
pects untapped revenues, it is tireless in seeking them out. Now that 
the Empire knows of you, you are useless to me as a shipper. I am tak- 
ing you off the Kessel run." 


I kept emotion from my face, not wanting to reveal that I un- 
derstood Crinlian. Any secret knowledge can be a secret weapon. Rule 
number one of my trade. But still! The Kessel run! It followed nat- 
urally that Jabba, with his far-flung criminal empire, would control 
operations on that fabulously wealthy planet! 


Greedo had been standing before Jabba, head. hung. dog-down. - . 
At Jabba's words he looked up. protest. "Off the Kessel run? Jabba, 
no. What will I do?" I gave him credit for being braver, or more 
stupid, than I had supposed. "I'm your best pilot. Anyone else would 
be blasted out of space." 


Jabba smiled, his massive jowls and triple chins shaking with 
the movement. "You were my best pilot." He looked in my direction. 
Schooling my expression, I quickly lowered my gaze to the floor and 
tried to look ignorant of the conversation. 


“Him?", Greedo dared continue his protest. "Jabba, no. Sias 
it not enough that I had to go to as a common messenger? [ust he take 
my place with you?" I risked looking in Greedo's direction. He was 
staring at me, his bulbuous eyes whirling redly. "He cannot be trusted, 
he will cause you grief." 


"As you have done. And continue to do." The mountainous 
leader waved a negligent hand. Voice. who had withdrawn at the start 
of Jabba's conversation with Greedo, came forward. "I grow weary, 
Greedo. Antibe, continue this." 


Switching over to Basic, the girl stated, "“Greedo of Crinlia, 
your negligence has caused the Empire to become interested in the oper- 
ations of this concern. Such criminal stupidity cannot go unpunished. 


You have endangered our safety. You are removed from the Kessel base 
of operations effective immediately." 


She ignored Greedo's gesture of protest. She continued calmly, 
"In addition, you will be fined 5000 credits for your carelessness." 


Greedo found his voice again. "5000 credits? "here will I 
get such a sum?" 


Antibe looked down her aristocratic nose. "That is your con- 
cern. You were warned of the cost of failure when first hired. The 
returns are phenomonal, and you have enjoyed the fruits of your labor. 
But the risks are conmensurate with the profits. That you have mis- 
spent all your profits is your problem, not ours." If it weren't for 
the mountainous, corrupt presence of Jabba, I'd have thought Antibe 
the leader of this organization. "Be content. You have not been - : 
given an extra punishment for allowin a ... ‘guest'," her eyes moment- 
arily flashed in my direction, the first physical acknowledgement she 
gave my presence, "to keep a weapon on him." 


She snapped her fingers and 8ehemoth I and II stepped forward. 
Antibe indicated Greedo. "Take him to the Comptroller's office." As 
the huge guards reached for Toad her voice stayed them momentarily. 
"He is to be delivered safely. He is, after all, still a member of 
our organization. Is that not so, Greedo?" 


Greedo looked at her sullenly. His eyes lost their red glow 
and glinted a dull olive-green. He hesitated, looked to Jabba, who 
sat impassively on his throne, then back to the girl. "Yes, Antibe," 
he responded. She nodded and motioned to the two huge guards. They 
led Greedo from the chamber. 


I steeled myself for what was coming. There was no one left 
to take the attention away from me. Antibe and Jabba said nothing. 
The silence stretched. I grew increasingly uncomfortable, and felt 
conscious of. an-tirge to pull my jot robe further down my legs. Stub-~ 
bornly, I refused to let my discomfort show. I stood quietly. 


Antibe broke the silence. "Solo." I looked up at her words, 
slowly enough that she would understand I looked at my own will and 
not at her command. 


"You are Han Solo, owner of the MilZZenniwn Falcon?" 

I discovered that I was braver, or more stupid, than I had 
thought. Without thinking of the consequences I looked at her in stun- 
ned disbelief. "Sister, if I ain't, then what in fletchin' blue hell 
am I doin' here?" 


"Solo, confine your answers to the questions.” 





"Yeah, yeah. Yes, I am Han Solo." 
Antibe bit her lip. "You are owner of the Millennium Falcon?" 


I started to respond by simply nodding my head, then thought 


better of it. "I own 57% of the Falcon. fy First Mate owns the other 


43%," 


"What category ship is she?" 


I could see no resson for the questions, but Antibe and Jabba 


held the upper hand. "The Falcon is a C234~1iCV¥78 Corellian FTL 
transport and freighter." 


I said, 


slip of 


"How fast can she go?" 


I hedged a bit on the answer this time. With perfect honesty 
"The CV's are known to hit .1 past light-speed." 


Antibe smiled sweetly. "I did not ask that, Solo." 
"She'll now go .5 past light speed." 

"And?" Damnall, but the lady was persistent! 

"And she has hyper-drive in addition to her FTL drive." 
"How much smuggling have you been involved with?" 


I glanced at Jabba. He sat there unconcernedly, letting this 
a female, obviously his second-in-command, do all the question- 


ing. How much did they know? Something told me Anttbe had done her 
home-work. 


"Very little. And what I have done has been basically import 


duty evaston." I grinned, trying to lighten the atmosphere. "I be- 
lieve in free enterprise." 


My levity went over with a thud. Antibe raised one eyebrow:and 


coldly said, "We do not." 


tongue. 


I gulped and, not for the first time, cursed my too hasty ~*~ 


The questions came faster: "Have you ever lost a cargo? Have 


you ever been boarded? Have you ever carried a load for NXartia sle 
F'Lnzter (she named Jabba's biggest rival for control of the quadrant)? 
Are you familiar with the major space lanes in the tandarel-Platine- 
Kessel trade triangle?” 





"Slow down," I pleaded, and answered the questions as best 
~~ and as briefly -- as I could. "No. No. Ne. And yes." I gave an 
exaggerated sigh of relief. "Anything else." 


Antibe smiled grimly. "A little humor is good for a pilot. 
It relieves the monotony of a long space-trip. Too much humor at the 
wrong time, on the other hand, can be deadly. J am conducting this in- 
terview, Solo. Remember that." I sobered instantly and she continued, 
"Have you ever been ordered to stand to by the Imperials?" 


"Well, sure, almost every private shipper has." I shrugged. 
"It's easy enough to lose those big cruisers. The FaZeon can go °™: 
through moves that would break them in half." 


"Who modified the Faleon's engines?" 
"Me and Chewie." 


Antibe nodded, then stared at me thoughtfully for several 
seconds. I grew increasingly restive under that green-eyed gaze, but 
managed to stand perfectly still. She turned to Jabba and they spoke 
together in Hutacian for quite a few minutes. She showed no reaction 
to the stink from Jabba's clothes and person. I guess some people can 
get used to anything for money! 


"Solo,"*Antibe's interest had come back to me, “your reputa- 
tion as a skilled pilot is growing. 'Friends' have recommended you to 
us. We are interested in you, and in your ship. Indeed, we may give 
you the -- opportunity to join this association." 


Oh, yeah? I found myself wondering, Then why drag out all 
this heavy artillery. It's overkill, and I wanna know why. 


"Jabba will tour your ship within the week. If. it is in the 
condition you claim, we will offer you a standard five-year contract, 
after which you will be a full agent for us." Oh, no, you don't, sis- 
ter, I thought to myself. I've heard of those five-year down and the 
rest of your life to pay deals! Wo way, that ain't for me. 


Antibe continued. "Solo, be advised by the example of Greedo. 
We tolerate neither stupidity nor treason." 


I didn't like the turn events had taken. After what I'd been 
through, Jabba was the last being in the galaxy I wanted to work for. 
He was gross, he was a sadist, and he stank. And I'm not sure but that 
the last reason was most important. Foolhardy I may be, sometimes even 
dumb. but I am not a brain-burn case. I did not voice my objections 
aloud, but contented myself with saying, "Thanks for the offer, but I 
can't really do anything without Chewie's OK. He zs my partner, after 
all. We'll have to talk it over and think about it." 


Antibe and Jabba exchanged what I feared were meaningful looks. 
She clapped her hands and a guard appeared out of nowhere. "Yes, Solo, 
you think about it." Her smile chilled me. “Now return to your ship. 
We will see you within the week." 


"This way." The guard motioned with his blaster. Shrugging -- 
what else could happen to me? -~- I winked at Antibe and thought I saw 
an answering glint in her eyes. I turned and followed the guard. He- 
led me to a small mirrored dressing area. My clothes were there, neatly 
laid out. No weapons and no ammo, but then I'd not really expected to 
have my blaster and vibro-blade returned while I was stil] inside the 
hacienda. 


"Workin' for Jabba long?" I was curious. Did Jabba give the 
scum treatment to all his potential employees? "Do you -- ?" The guard 
rammed me in the gut with his blaster to shut me up. I grunted and ° 
started to swing. I stopped myself in time. The Maker alone knew how 
many eyes were behind those mirrors. 


I gave up the conversational attempt and walked to the pile of 
clothing. A simple tug and the jot robe fell off. I started to pull 
on my pants when Antibe's voice sounded once more. "Your weapons will 
be returned after you leave the grounds, Solo." 


For the first time since I was 12 I blushed. I pulled my pants 
up and fastened them. That red-headed bitch! She knew I could figure 
that out myself. She just wanted me to know she was watching, always 
watching. Though why I should care... 


I hurriedly finished dressing and turned to the guard. “Ckay, 
let's go." 


He led me through several narrow corridors to the same ante 
chamber I'd first entered. Behemoth, or another twin, still sat there. 
Behemoth released the auto-lock and my guard motioned me out. The late 
afternoon sun momentarily blinded me. Another guard came up, my blaster 
in his hands. The two guards hustled me to the front gate. I went with 
them, but closed my eyes, half expecting to be repelled by the force 
shield. Antibe's spy-eye was still in use. The field was turned off 
as we approached it. 


The guard holding my blaster returned it. He and his cohort 
then turned and, holding their hands straight before them, entered the 
grounds once more. 


I looked at my blaster. It'd been drained of energy and none 
of my ammo'd been returned. I started after them, protesting. "Hey, 
my blast -- " I bumped into the force field. I felt inside my belt 
pouch for the metal token. It had not been returned. I had no way of 
getting back on the hacienda grounds. 


Antibe was up to her old tricks. "Your presence is no long- 
er required here. That will be aZZ for to-day, Solo." 


: "Those goons left me weaponless," I protested. "My blaster 
is empty, they took my ammo, and they cidn't give back my vibro-blade." 


"Surely you do not anticipate a brawl between now and the 
time you return to your ship? As for your vibro-blade, that is an il- 
legal weapon. You are expected to obey the law whenever possible from 
now on, Solo. Good day." 


"Obey the law," indeed! That witch! I turned and stalked 
away, unsure if my greatest desire was to slit Jabba's throat or to 
strangle Antibe. fy the time I reached the repair bay, I decided I'd 
have the most satisfaction in firmly encircling Antibe's slender neck 
with my bare hands. Particularly if those hands were to accidentally 
start wandering to other sections of her anatomy. 


"Whiaourral?" Chewie greeted me anxiously as I entered the 
garage. 


"What happened? Chewie, you wouldn't believe it. Heck, I 
was there, and I don't believe it." I checked the wall chronometer. 
I'd been gone five hours. No wonder Chewie was worried. I slapped 
the hairy lug on the back. "I'm starving, Chewie, and I've never 
known you to not be hungry. Let's go eat, and I'll tell you the whole 
story over steaks." 


Chewie growled his approval. I recharged my blaster and got 
some ammo, and we set out. We headed for a small steak-house favored 
by most of the rocket jockies I know. After the afternoon's ordeal, 
the steaks were perfection, the drinks even more so. I described the 
‘job interview' for Chewie, editing some of the details so he'd not 
declare blood-feud. As it was, he became incensed and wanted nothing 
to do with the Hut. 


"I don't particularly want to work for Jabba myself, Chewie. 
I saw how he treats people. The man is an arrogant, sadistic, obese, 
farnardilin..." I couldn't go on. I'm familiar with six languages 
and know the best curse words on twelve more, yet I couldn't think of 
a phrase vile enough to describe that walkin' cess-pool. "But what 
if he gives us a good job offer? Not one of those ‘five years and he 
owns us' deals, but something reaZZy good?" 


"SHeariuegh? DrioughTeliorghi!" Chewie's disgust was pat- 
ently clear. 


"IT know you're not for sale, Chewie. I'm not either. But, 
well, what if Jabba offers us a job we just can't turn down?" 


"Nawiar!" Chewie could be stubborn. 

"D' ya wanna stay stuck on this hell-hole?" 

"Nawiar." 

"What if Jabba offers us the best deal to get offa here?" 


"Nawiar." Chewie was beginning to sound like a mail droid with 
the hiccoughs. 


"What if Jabba gives us a chance at the Kessel run?" 
"Nawi -- kreallior?" That had caught his attention. 
"The Kessel run, Chewie. If we could work that for a year or 


two we could retire, buy a postal route on the Perimeter, and live in 
Juxury." 





"Fotooiergh!" he spat. 


"Wha'd'ya mean, ‘that'll be the day!'? You know that's what 
we've always dreamed of. And if Jabba can help us to it, why not use 
him as much as much as he uses us? It's just another business deal, 
Chewie." 


Chewie was still doubtful about the whole set-up. I hadda admit, 
in spite of my sales pitch to 01' Hairy, so was I. The Kessel run was a 
nice bit of bait, but could I really stand to work for Jabba? 


Finally I said, "OK, look. Jabba's coming out to the FaZcon to 
check her out. Guess he doesn't wanna hire a pig-in-a-poke." Chewie's 
grunt coulda been contempt, hurt pride, or both. "We'll look all this 
week for another job. Honest or otherwise. And I mean really look, not 
just make motions like we've more or less been doin'. If we don't come 
by something else, and if Jabba's offer is decent, it might be worth our 
while to a-cept." 


"Geoawrialerghior." The Wookiee still protested, refusing to 
accept that there could be any reason we'd accept an offer from Jabba. 


"Chewie, you're such a cynic! We won't be trapped forever. A 
year or two, that's all." 


He gave me a look of disbelief. It was obvious we couldn't come 
to agreement about this, at least: not tonight, so we let the topic lapse 
and began to talk of other matters. The restaurant filled slowly, and 
around us we could hear snatches of conversation, the typical gossip of 
any place frequented by pilots and rocket-men -- where to find the eas- 
jest girls, the cheapest flops, the longest drinks. 


We finished 
dinner and strolled back 
to the repair bay. Un- 
iforms were swarming all 
over the garage, the re- 
pair bay, and the Falcon. 
I broke into a run and 
heard Chewie right be~- 
hind me. 


"Hey, wha'd'ya 
think you're doin'?" 


"Weaurriap?" 
Chewie demanded. 


The lieuten- 
ant in charge, a ferret- 
faced son-of-a-space- 
whore, stepped in front 
of us, blocking our im- 
pulsiverush. "This area 
is off limits. What au- 
thority have you to be 
here?" 





"Authority? Wha'd'ya mean, ‘authority’? That's my ship!!" 


"This ship is under interdiction until release by the port 
authorities. We received information concerning a violation of ordin- 
ance CCL134,098. Someone has been occupying the premises, even though 
the ship is in dry-dock." 


Information received? But who...? 

Ferret-face was still talking. "An investigation is being 
made. Please stay where we can contact you. You will need a pass to 
visit your ship. This pass can be obtained from the Port Dardanel au- 
thorities. Make application with them tomorrow. In the meantime, I 
recommend you leave this area." He signalled, and two armored storm- 
troopers, guns held at ready, came up behind him. 


I looked from ferret-face to his back-up crew. This was not 
a safe place to be. I backed away, pulling Chewie along with me. 


"Neeawrealro?" he wondered. 
"Quiet! Don't say another word until we're out of here." 


The Wookiee grumbled some more, but only under his breath. 
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We left the storm-trooper infested repair bay. Once outside, 
we looked hopelessly at each other. This really hurt financially! Now 
we needed a flop, and the only thing we could afford was grade Z or low- 
er. I thought back to some of the scraps of conversation I'd overheard 
at dinner. 


Snapping my fingers, I said, "C'mon, Chewie." We headed:for 
the rougher section of town. 


We finally located the Paramount Hotel, by reputation a mecca 
for every down-and-out rockey-jockey on the planet. It was what we 
needed. We looked at its grubby exterior. Its duplicate was in every 
pre-space city on every humanoid planet I'd ever visited. 


I glanced at Chewie and shrugged. 


"Wheoupleriar," he grumbled, his nose lifted in disdain and 
his mouth drawn down in disgust. 


"OK! OK! So its not a five-star inn with gourmet accomoda- 
tions. I don't care for it either. But where else can we go? And 
what else can we do?" 


"Snearlioghr," he sneered pointedly. 


"My fault?! Wha'd'ya mean, my fault?!! I'm not the one who's 
been ordering five rounds of oxen-burgers for lunch! Not to mention 
whole roast wild-beast for supper! And wild-beast's not even native 
to this planet!! Think what that's done to our budget!" 


"Geograliger?" Chewie cravenly tried to shift the blame for 
our poverty. 


“Leave Mama Lou's out of this discussion. Some things are 
necessities. Your appetite, on the other hand, could be curbed. Or 
at least fed with native produce. It'd certainly be cheaper for us, 
and might have prevented thts." I waved expansively,. including the Par- 
amont Hotel and the entire run-down area of town in the gesture. 


"Now come on," I added. "Let's not stand here all night." 

"Mnenerieour." As usual, the furry oaf got in the last word. 

We entered the seedy, run-down lobby. Chewie made a great 
show of wrinkling his nose in disgust at the over-all seaminess of the 
place, particularly the ripeness of certain smells that sorta just hung 
there, a permanent part of the place. The whole thing was just as typ- 
ical and as expected as the exterior had been. 


"Screaliauotilghrom!" Chewie hissed under his breath. 


The desk-clerk was a big surprise. A young, freshefaced <.. 
farm-boy who'd have looked more at home in a recruit's uniform or in 
the robes of an academy student than in this disreputable inn. 


"A double, with connecting sano." 


"I'm sorry, sir. Qur rooms only come with community freshers 
and sonar showers." My suspicions grew. He was too damn polite to be 
a flop-house clerk. "Sir" indeed! I looked him over carefully, but 
could read nothing in his flat, expressionless face. I shelved the 
question briefly as one of life's inexplicable mysteries. 


Right now there was something more important to do. Pull ~ 
Chewie's leg. 


I grinned at him. "You'll have to rough it, Chewie." 
"Nawiar." 

"So we have to share community facilities, so what?" 
"Bleeriargh!" he pouted. 


"Diseases, what diseases? Chewie, that's ridiculous. Now 
come on, fork over some credits," 


With bad grace, Chewie turned his back on the clerk and the 
one or two stragglers in the lobby. He reached into the secret pouch 
in his band#llero and pulled out four credits. 


"Meorghier remauior," he demanded as he gave them to me. 


"Pay you back?!! Chewie, we're partners! Share and share 
alike, remember?" I ignored his muffled grunt of disgust and register- 
ed us for a week, payment in advance. Weistill had food and travel ex- 
penses to worry about, not to mention any bribe money we'd need to get 
a pass to visit the Falcon. 


We had a fourth floor walk-up. I had plenty of time to think 
as we climbed the stairs. To think about Jabba, the interdicted ship, 
bribery, an out-of-place clerk, and a rapidly dwindling supply of cred- 
its. As soon as we entered our room I motioned Chewie to silence, pan- 
tomiming to him my fear that the room was bugged. 


Wookiee faces are expressive. Chewie's accused me of paran- 
oia. When I found no surveilance equipment, I was ready to agree with 
him. 


"But ya gotta admit, Chewie, the timing in this deal is too 
pat. I meet Jabba to-day. I'm treated like dirt, shown how he deals 
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with mistakes, and made all too aware of just how unimportant I'd be to 
that organization. Then I'm sent home to twiddle my thumbs with a tan- 
talizing ‘almost' offer dnangling in front of me. To make things even - 
hotter and make me,,so's I can make up .my mind even faster, I'm made ta 
spend more credits 'n I'dplanned on by. havin' ta move in here." 


"Chieoriarle!" Chewie protested. 


"Right. But why did the Imperials get a complaint about our 
sleeping aboard the Falcon today? Why not yesterday, last week, tomor- 
row? And weren't we 'lucky' to have heard about this place the very 
day we needed jt?" 


"Lioughrt!" he insisted, shaking his head in disgust. 
"I am not imagining things, Chewie! That clerk! He no more 
fits in here than -- well, than I'd fit in at the Academy." My logic 


was flawless, but Chewie couldn't see it and I, finally decided ‘convinc- 
ing him was a lost cause. 
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The next day promised to be busy, so we decided to turn in 
early. Thé:clothes I had on were all I had with me and I might not be 
able to get back aboard the Falcon for several days. To save wear and 
tear on the clothes, I took off my blaster, hung it close to hand at 
oe eee of the bed, and then stripped to the buff. Chewie had no such 
problems. 


My dreams that night were nightmares of featureless corridors, 
flashing lights, rotting odors, mocking laughter. flaked, I struggled 
through an endless maze. Antibe's green eyes looked out at me from mir- 
rored surfaces, but when I whirled to find her I was alone. I finally 
made my way to the center of the maze. It was a small room draped in 
black velvet. 


Antibe was there. Her skin glowed against the black velvet 
backdrop. I walked toward her, and this time she did not disappear. 
She swayed, straining toward me. I took her in my arms. She was soft, 
and warm, and sensuously pliant under my hungry mouth, my eager hands. 


Her hands on my body were just as demanding, just as wanton. 
Her mouth devoured me. Her auburn hair, floating about her like a liv- 
ing cloak; snaked itself around my body. 


At first it was a new sensation. Exotic, sensual. Then the 
strands of hair tightened. Painfully, alarmingly. I couldn't breath. 
I was being crushed. I looked into the perfection of Antibe's face. 
Her red lips smiled tauntingly. She kissed me deeply, full-mouthedly, 
her tongue invading my mouth and sending strange sensations through my 
body. And all the while, the stranglehold on my chest and throat tight- 
ened. She drew her head back and smiled yet again. 


Then her face melted into Jabba's and I was being crushed to 
death by his monstrous, festering arms. 


I must have cried out, because when I forced my eyes open 
Chewie was bending over me. "It's OK," I assured him, "just a bad 
dream." 


It was dawn. Rather than go back to sleep we decided to get 
an early start. lWearily, I pulled on the same clothes I'd worn the day 
before. Chewie's nose, when he saw what I was doing, raised several 
degrees in the air. As if in protest, he wasted an hour in the sona. 


I worked out the day's schedule while he was there. lhen he 
returned he vigorously brushed the knots in his fur, rubbed his head 
with pomade; and hung his bandillero around his neck once more. He 
checked his credit supply, then held out a fistful of coins and notes 
to me. 


"Lioruegur," he offered. 


I gratefully accepted. Chewie was right. I probably would 
need it to bribe the port authorities. We left the hotel together. 
Chewie then headed to the docking area to pick up any rumors he could 
about shipments going out, and I went to the Port of: Cinncinnatus Build- 
ing. We arranged to meet at a small, disreputable cantina later that 
afternoon. 


I wasted the entire morning being shunted from bureaucrat. to 
bureaucrat. No-one knew who could help me get a pass to go on board my 
own ship. But each petty official had me fill out 31 forms, all in 
triplicate, before telling me he couldn't help me. 


After five straight hours of this I was ready to take the whole 
complex apart, prefabricated cubicle by prefabricated cubicle. A pert, 
saucy little secretary in the Licensing Division finally set me on the 
right path. I'd have to see Rear Admiral Donal M'Intosh-Kennelson to 
get permission to apply for an application for approval to apply for 
a pass to board the Fatzcon. 


I groaned. Our little hoard of credits wouldn't last very long 
in this jungle. We might barely have made it if we'd had only a lieu- 
tenant or a captain to bribe. But a Rear Admiral? Never!! 


I'd come this far, so I figured I might as well waste the rest 
of the afternoon squatting in the Rear Admiral's office until it was 
time to meet Chewie. I'd memorized the cracks on the outer office ceil- 
ing when iiss Pert and Saucy bounced out of the admiral's office. 


"The Admiral will see you now." 


I couldn't believe it. I entered the room and stood face-to- 
face with Rear Admiral Donal M'Intosh=Kennelson. He motioned me to a 
chair. "Captain Solo.” 


Five minutes of conversation was enough for me to suspect what 
further relationship proved. M'Intosh-Kennelson was an honest man. I 
relaxed, sure I'd come out of this with my finances still intact. I had 
forgotten the second rule of our trade: never deal with an honest man. 
Honest men cannot be bribed; they believe in justice and the law. By 
the time M'Intosh-Kennelson was through with me I had my pass. I'd also 
spent as much on fines and licenses as I'd've paid out in bribes! 


And forget what preachers say about guilty consciences. I did 
not feel any better for having done the honest thing. If anything, I 
felt worse. Spending all that money ZegaZZy! By the six hells of Sher- 
at! What a waste! 


And the worst of it was, I Ziked that damn M'Intosh-Kennelson! 
Young for his position, with a dry sense of humor, he'd known exactly 
who and what I was and had not let it affect his decisions. 


Under any other circumstances, on any other p#anet, we'd've 
been friends. Chewie'd've liked him, too. 


When I left the Rear Admiral it was more than time to meet 
Chewie. Quickly making a-date for the next evenining with Miss Pert 
and Saucy, I set out for the Cantina. On the way I slipped the pass 
into my hidden vestpocket. 


The cantina, located in the roughest part of town, had a bad 
name. I'd always taken care of myself in tight.spots, so I wasn't too 
worried. I was alert, though. I spotted the first two pieces of space- 
scum as soon as they headed in my direction. They separated, flanking 
me, and I had to divide my attention between them. I looked for an o- 
pening, a counter-attack position. I hesitated to draw my blaster. In 
thia section of town that might give me more trouble than I needed, 


I was totally unprepared for the third space-bo, who came 
sneaking up behind me. I never saw the cosh coming. I blacked out im- 
mediately. 


I woke slowly, with-a splitting headache. My cheek was press- 
ed against the graveled road-way. Someone was searching my clothing. 





"Tt ain't 'ere," a desperate voice whispered. 


"'s gotta be. Margit said Iron Pants gived ‘im tte pass las' 
t'ing taday. She wun't lie 'bout t'at. She gits ‘er coins'ter keep ‘er 
eyes 'n' mouf open." 


Margit. Miss Pert and Saucy. The Rear Admiral's secretary. 
Rule number three of the trade: it's not always necessary to buy an im- 
portant government official. If the official is honest, and replacing 
him would be too costly, just buy the honest man's not-too-honest secre- 
tary. My faith in the basic rottenness of human nature, threatened by 
M'Intosh-Kennelson's honesty, was restored. 


"I tells yer 'ttain't ‘ere." the first voice repeated. 


“We gotta search ‘im. Cain't go back t'out it. ‘Sides, ‘e's 
spozed ter have some credits on ‘im. Gotta git t'em, too." 


I didn't move or make a sound. This was no random hit. I sus- 
pected their orders were not to harm me, but I put no faith in their 
obeying these orders if I gave them a sudden shock. I was rolled onto 
my back. I opened my eyes a slit and risked a look. I didn't recognize 
either of the space-boes bending over me. 


The two working me over had pulled off my shirt and vest when 
the third one spoke up for the first time. "Hist! Som'un's comin'!" 


I was dropped roughly back to the ground and three pair of foot- 
steps beat a rapid retreat. 


"Unchouriar?" asked an anxious, familiar voice. 


Chewie's growls and gripes had never sounded more musical! It 
wouldn't do to let him know (swell-headed First lates are tmpossible to 
work with!), but I was damn glad to hear him. I opened my eyes. "How'd 
you know I was in trouble?" 


"Naurghelerior. Crealor scrlerforgorgh." 


"Well, I'm just damn glad you déd get worried." I started to 
get up and Chewie bent to help me to my feet. Once erect, I swung my 
arms back and forth, took several deep breaths, did a deep knee bend -~ 
and tumbled flat on my back again when a bout of dizziness hit me right 
between the eyes. 


Chewie helped me up again, grumbling all the while at me stupid- 
ity. I wondered which stupidity he meant. ‘ioving too fast after a head 
injury, or getting suckered by a fast-frisk gang to begin with. 


I shook my aching head. "Well, I guess I won't die," I decided. 


Chewie sniffed and said "Deargie," as he handed me my shirt 
and vest. 


"You know you'd miss me, Chewie, I replied as I poked my head 
through the neck of the shirt. I pulled on my vest. The pass and my 
few remaining credits were still intact. Chewie suggested I report the 
incident, but where? A day's thought had convinced me the complaint? 
that had tied up the Falcon had had to come from Jabba, so he pretty 
well had the local authorities in his pocket. If I went to the town po- 
lice, I'd probably get locked up for resisting the robbery! 


"Chewie, this set-up took money and planning. It hadda be 
Jabba. Nothin’ else makes any sense." 


Chewie looked thoughtful. "Weoirghiop?"” 


"Yeah, Jabba. It's gotta be him. He wants us so desperate 
we'll jump at his job offer! It's scary, Chewie. He doesn't give a 
damn. He's got the money and the power and he'll use ‘em to get any- 
thing he wants. Even if it's us!!" 


"Lierougrot?" Chewie sounded worried. 


"Course I ain't givin' in, Chewie. You should know me better'n 
that. We'll another job, get off this planet, and kiss that fletchin' 
Jabba good-bye. Jabba scares me, but I think I'm madder'n scared. I 
didn't tell you everything about yesterday, and you didn*t see how he 
treated Greedo. Jabba is ... he's not a nice man. So, what've you got? 
atoning lined up for us so we can get the ship fixed and blow this © +" 

urgh?" 


"Nawiar. Scrialiumth." Disgust and doubt were plain to hear 
in Chewie's voice. 


"What?" I couldn't believe it. 


"Nawi eed 


"Skip it, Chewie, I heard you the first time." 


I couldn't understand it. The Falcon's reputation was good -- 
was dam good! -- with honest merchants and with ‘free-bboterssfor guaran- 
teed delivery that was faster and less expensive than any other shipper. 
So when Chewie went to the docks and noised it about that the FaZoon was 
for hire, he should've come up with at least two or three nibbles. 


A port full of ships going and coming, goods and produce being 
loaded and unloaded, credits being exchanged every second, and no-one was 
interested in the Falcon? Impossible. 


"Your translator workin'? Not everyone understands Wookiee , 
ya know!!" 


"Qraliacor!!" I got the impression Chewie was upset at my ques- 
tions. His reply had a distinct growl in it. 


"OK! OK! Just checking." I tried to back-pedal it a bit, "No 
problems with ID? Everybody knew you were the First Mate of the Millen- 
tum Falcon?" 


Chewie got even madder. "Georaliacor!" 


"Course I don't think you're stupid, Chewie. It's just that 
it's all so strange. We've never had trouble gettin' jobs before." I 
thought a minute. “What about Brealor?" I mentioned the importer we'd 
made our original delivery to. 


With a sour look, Chewie told me Brealor had been the first per- 
son he'd tried to contact. 


"And?" Honestly! Getting information out of a Wookiee is like 
trying to convince a TRelebian oyster he really does wanna give up a :. 
pearl or two! 


"Diafarieajer!" Chewie said disgustedly. I could understand 
his emotions. Chewie'd been told that Brealor was in an all day confer- 
ence today and would be goin' off planet tomorrow ‘on business’. I 
agreed with the Wookiee. Too suspicious by far!! 


Chewie's disgust deepened as he added “Creigaliomer." 
"Y think you're right. Jabba again." 
"Vrealieriargrh?" 


"Yeah, well, the week's not over yet. Maybe it's all just coin- 
cidence, anyway, and we're hypin' ourselves over nothin', We'll do bet- 
ter tomorrow, Chewie." The Wookiee's only answer was a derdsive snort. 
Privately, I agreed with him. 


It was getting late, and I didn't care to hang aound this area 
too long. We headed back to the hotel, taking a round-about path and 
cheeking in atione or two bars along the way to see if anyone we knew or 
could use as a contact was planet-side. We avoided trouble, a feat in 
and of itself in some of the places we were checking out, and spent no 
more than a mill-credtt at any of the bars. The bar-keeps hated us, but 
at least we didn’t dip too deeply into our few remaining credits. 


We went straight to our room once we reached the hotel, and de- 
cided to turn in early again. I threw myself down on the sagging bed 
without even bothering to get undressed. I stared at the ceiling, — 
afraid to fall asleep. I knew I had to sleep, had to be alert to bar- 
gain for a job for the FaZcon tomorrow. But I was afraid the dreams 
would come back. They did. 


Against my will, my eyes 
closed. Ruby and emerald, fire 
and ice, she floated against the 
blackness. I reached toward her. 
The face that had been cold per- 
fection slowly softened, became 
more langorous, slumbrous, sensual. 
Her eyes were hooded, but promised 
all the delights known to a jaded 
appetite. Her lips were moist, 
parted, inviting. The spider-silk 
jot robe was molded to her body, 
revealing and concealing the per- 
fection of the body beneath. 


I gave a slight tug and 
the shimmering material fell open, 
revealing the smoothness of her 
breasts and stomach. I slid the 
robe from her shoulders and it 
slithered down her rounded form to 
pool on the floor. 


Her nipples were erect, 
carnelian-tipped, full-blown. She 
opened her arms to me. 





I hecame as two. One part of me saw myself step forward to 
taste of the heady wine being offered. The other part of me drank deep. 
I embraced her, nuzzled the base of her neck, trailed a rain of kisses 
down to her breasts, then licked my tongue lightly across one nipple. 


The colder, more reasoning me watched this. In almost clin- 
ical detachment, more and more of me became involved with that watcher; 
I watched myself caress her sleek body, my hands kneading her soft flesh 
in hungry want. I listened as my heart beat became more rapid, and I 
sensed my pulse and respiration rate rise. 


My body -- my bodies? -- went through the changes of extreme 
sexual arousal, and yet my mind was strangely aloof, uninvolved. The 
love-making became more intense, demanding instant satisfaction. The 
two figures strained toward each other, united, sought completion, and 
--- she disappeared. 


. Mocking laughter sounded and I watched as the dream Solo was 
held powerless by some strange force that kept him from the release his 
body. needed. There was a sudden brightness and a loud clapping noise. 
The Han figure spun around. Jabba was seated on his throne, and behind 
him were tier upon tier of faces, some familiar, some completely unknown. 
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The dream Han looked at the audience to his unfulfilled passion, 
and horror and disgust grew in him. I had become furious at the sight 
of Jabba and the others, and now I tried to transfer some of that rage 
to the other Han. It worked. The dream Han's fists clenched and he 
stepped toward Jabba. A look of startlement appeared on Jabba's face, 
and he flung a pudgy paw outward in a defensive movement. The dream 
ended as suddenly as it had begun. 


I sat up with a shudder. I looked over at Chewie. My dreams 
had not disturbed him tonight. He slept on peacefully. Quietly, so as 
not to wake him, I walked to the window, opened it, and sat on the sill. 
Baie unclean, and used, as though someone had been walking through my 
mind. 


I sat there a while longer, slowly regaining control of myself, 
Finally, I reluctantly got up to return to bed. I leaned out to catch 
hold of the window hook and noticed a small bump on the wall. Curious, 
I leaned further out the window. I could just reach the bump with my 
free hand. It was detachable. I pried the thing loose and straightened 
up. I looked at the small round object in my hand and grinned freely. 
for the first time in days. 


No wonder I'd found no surveilance equipment in the room! It'd 
been attached to the exterior wall. Not wanting Chewie to tease me un- 
pe about my paranoia, I'd never even thought of looking out *”. 
there. 


Cautiously, I leaned out the window again and looked around. 
I couldn't see anything else suspicious looking. Not that that meant 
anything. Modern spy-eyes took close-ups from orbiters and eaves-drop- 
ped on whispered conversations half a continent away. But the lack of 
visible cuckaras was somehow reassuring. 


By the light streaming in the window from the bar across the 
street I examined the listening device more carefully. I recognized 
the type. It was very sensitive and had an added refinement. It was 
a subliminal projector. Just the thing to transmit dreams to someone 
who was either naturally psychic or sensitized by certain drugs. 


Fascinating. I'm not psychic. In fact, my esper quotient is a 
high negative. I must have been exposed to the sensitizing agent when 
I was 'disinfected!. Since t!ookies are null-psionic, I'd been the only 
one to 'hear' the subliminal messages and had had nightmares from them. 


Jabba again. Only this time he'd really miscalculated,.., My 
mind, clever little machine that it is, had recognized the,danger of 
those ‘broadcasts. My dreams had not zbeen a pleasarit ‘inducement to work 
for ‘Jabba; ‘but rather nightmares ‘showing me how’ watped,..how.dangerous he 
was. I was sickened by Jabba's callous disregard for the minds of oth- 
ers. Hey, my body can always be repaired. My mind's somethin’ else!! 


I cTtosed the window and headed back to my bed, thoughtfully 
tossing the small transceiver up into the air as I walked. I had no 
doubt that Jabba had ordered the dreams, but something. some faint fe-+ 
line stink clinging to them, made me just as sure the sender was Antibe. 


I held the small element up to my mouth. "Pleasant dreams, An- 
tibe," I whispered. I dropped the transceiver on the bare floor and 
brought the full weight of my booted heel down on it. It Shattered with 
a very satisfactory sound. I flexed, yawned, and sleepily tumbled into 
bed again, looking forward to peaceful dreams the rest of the night. 
They were. Not a redhead among them. 


Chewie shook me awake the next morning and greeted me with a bare- 
ly mumbled, "Greumplghp." 


For once I agreed with him. I was feeling grubby myself and I'm 
not half as fastidious as a Wookie. “Can't you grow] out whoever's in 
the sano?" 


. With an embarrassed shuffle, Chewie admitted he'd tried that, on- 
ly to be warned if he didn't stop his "youl ing’ the sano's occupant wo 
would "Skin ‘im alive 'n' use ‘is skin fer ‘er seral-cat's bed." 


T. grinned. Any female who kept a seral-cat was not the type of 
person you wanted to meet unfreshed, before breakfast, and alone. Even 
if you were a Wooktee. 


"Forget the sano. Who's gonna notice if your hair's a little - 
messy, anyway?” 


I hopped out of bed. Chewie was so incensed at missing his show- 
er he didn't even notice I'd gone to sleep in the same clothes I'd worn 
for two day's running now. If he had, believe me, I'd've been duly lec- 
tured on cleanliness, hygiene, and simple consideration for beings with 
sensitive noses, All: farglib! 


Chewie's lookiee appetite got the better of his fastidiousness. 
after a while. We left the hotel and located a small, inexpensive res- 
taurant where we fortified ourselves for the coming day. Chewie's ra- 
tions, even though he claimed they were starvation portions, put a size- 
able dent in our small remaining hoard. We ate quickly and headed for 
the port area. We had to get there early, while buyers and wholesalers 
were still around. We could check the FaZcon out later. 


Have you ever seen a Frangulian Dreena-bird? Of course not, no- 
one has. It is invisible under most conditions. Rain can reveal its 
presence from the droplets running down its plummage, as can snow or h 
heavy fog. Otherwise, it can not be seen. I began to feel like a 
Dreena. No-one, but no-one, wanted to talk to me. I was fuming. The 
excuses and the lies were so damn obvious they were slaps to the face! 


I finally located Mangar, an alDervian merchant I knew from 
an Alderaan run, He was in his warehouse; his secretary had insisted 
he was 'off-planet’ on a special buying trip. How many of the other 
merchants supposedly ‘out-of-town’ or 'off-planet' were here, skulking 
around and hoping I'd not find 'em? Prob'bly all of ‘em, even Brealor! 


I looked at Mangar. “Have I ever failed you?" 


"Don't be silly, Han.. Of course not. You're..the best runner 
I've ever used. I never worry about a shipment when the Falcon is car- 
rying it." 


. "Then why in the name of the Almighty Maker can't you find a 
delivery for me to 
make now?" I waved 
my hands in the di- 
rection of the over- 
flowing storage ar- 
eas. "You've more 
than enough here to 
send a shipment out 
tomorrow. Advance 
the credits to get 
the Falcon fixed and 
we're on our way." 


"fT can"tr" 


"Why not?" 
I demanded angrily. 
"Mangar you're an 
honest merchant. 
“What has you so 
frightened you can't 
even do your own 
hiring?” 











"You just don't understand." 


"Damn straight, Mangar. So explain." I can be as stubborn as 
Chewie when needful. I sat on the edge of Mangar's desk, arms folded 
across my chest. He could tell I'd not move until he'd given me an an- 
swer I could understand. 


"Han, I pay protection to Jabba. We all do. We couldn't op- 
erate on Dardanei if we didn't. Jabba has let out word he wants you and 
the Falcon. If 1, if any of us, were to help you out, give you a job, 
we'd be driven out of business in a week. Remember LiCref?" trot 


T nodded. I'd made several quasi-legal runs for the little 
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Milsatian about a year ago. I'd heard through the gossip-chain that 
he'd gone out of business quite suddenly about five months back and had 
vaguely wondered why. 


"He thought he was powerful enough to buck Jabba. He was weal- 
thy, had his own security, had built a net-work of shipping contracts. 
So he stopped paying tribute. He lost workers. They were hired.away or 
they had 'accidents'. Soon LiCref couldn't hire the most cown-on-his- 
luck space-bo in Cinncinnatus to work for him. He went bankrupt, his 
wife left him, his daughter wound up a joy-juicer in a cheap cantina in 
the Tenderloin, and LiCref -- LiCref killed himself. I don't want to 
end like that, Han." 


I looked at Mangar in complete disbelief. "And you blame all 
this on Jabba? No one being has that kind of power! It must've been 
a series of godawful coincidences!" 


Horroe looked out at me hrough Mangar's eyes. "It could've 
been, But it wasn't. Jabba came to gloat over LiCref. He... he even 
brought LiCref's daughter with him. She was so juiced up she didn't rec~ 
ognize her own father. For a spoon of joy she'd have -- ." 


His voice broke.- «J awkwardly patted his shoulder. I knew the 
depths juicers could hit. And to deliberately introduce someone té that 
vile stuff! What was Jabba? 


"Han, that was the day LiCref killed himself. When I found 
him he was still alive. He told me what had happened." 


I left Mangar still lost in memories. At least my nightmares 
ended with the day. 


I hit a few more warehouses, cornered a few more merchants, 
asked around a bit more. The answer was always a variation of my conver- 
sation with Mangar. 


I met up with Chewie about 130C standard hours. He looked as 
dispirited as I felt. And there's an awful lot of Wookiee to look dis- 
pirited! 


"Well?" I asked, knowing the answer even as I spoke. 


Chewie didn't even bother answering. Just shook. his head and 
walked off the field. I sighed, shrugged my shoulders, and followed him. 
After the day I'd had, I'd not really expected anything else. 


Lost in our own thoughts, we headed back to the Falcon. The 
guard on duty let us in with no trouble when I showed him my pass. Chew- 
jie immediately headed for the sano. I knew I could count on him to 
spend a good two or three hours there, freshing away non-existent dirt 


from his furry hide, currying himself, and fluff-drying. That gave me 
enough time to check out something that had begun to bother me. 


Stopping to put on a protective suit, I entered the engine room. 
I very carefully opened the casing of the hyper~space drive. Scarely 
daring to breath less I drop it and blow us to the Perimeter and back, 
I removed the malfunctioning section with a specially designed pair of 
grapplers and examined it. 


Look, I designed part of that engine. I know what it will and will 
not do. I have a 'feel' for equipment. I know the parts of the Falcon's 
engine better than I know the faces of my own family. 


Like I said earlier, the only reason I'd not fixed the damage days 
ago, and blasted the hell out of here, was because I didn't have a re- 
placement on hand for this particular piece and because I preferred that 
this repair be made by a certified mech using precision equipment. 


One small miscalculation in repairing that part and the next time 
the Falcon entered hyper-space she'd become @small nova. Along with 
. anyone aboard her. Luckily, the FaZcon's:: got a great fail-safe system, 
so I'd known when this part first began malfunctioning. 


: It had been easy enough to switch over to FTL for the last leg of 
my trip. Since I was coming to Dardanel with a shipment anyway, I'd 
put in at Cinncinnatus for repairs and had waited. And waited. And 
waited. 


Now looking at the small bearing, I began to laugh. I laughed til 
tears came to my eyes, and still I couldn't stop myself. The bearing 
had been treated so it would malfunction at a given time. The evidence 
was slight. Another pilot'd probably not even notice it. But it was 
there if you knew where and how to look. I did. 


When? I couldn't say. My last service stop? When I accepted Bre- 
alor's commission? Did it really matter? Did anything matter other ° 
than the fact that Jabba had been maneuvering us just the way he wanted 
for even longer than I'd thought? 


I decided not to tell Chewie. He was upset enough, and the Maker 
alone knew what he'd do if he found out just how badly we'd been suck- 
ered. I didn't like keeping things from the lug, but... 


I replaced the faulty piece and left the engine room. I took off 
my protective suit and carefully hung it. Then I went to my quarters. 
‘I gathered together some clothing, a few bits of odds and ends, some 
tools and such I thought might come in handy, and threw ‘em in a duffel 
bag. Then I lay on my bunk to wait for Chewie to be through with his 
“cleansing ritual. 


He didn't take as 
long as I'd've thought. It 
wasn't even 1515 standard hours 
when a shiny-furred, beaming 
Chewie appeared in my cabin, 
brushing cintentedly. 


"Aren't you the gor- 
geous one though!" 


"ESchaghrior," my 
First Mate preened unmodestly. 


I got up and threw 
him my duffel bag. "Make your- 
self useful, ya furry oaf. 
Let's get goin' before they de- 
cide ta take back this pass." 





: Chewie caught the bag 
in mid-air and just looked at it. "Whariar?2" 


' "Wha'd'ya mean, 'What do I do with it.' Ya carry it for me, 
dummy 


"Yoarghiar!" he protested. 


"Of course we're partners, Chewie. I'm brains, you're heavy 
labor. Now let's go." 


There was a bit more grumbling from the Wookiee, but he fi- 
_ Nally shouldered my bag. I gave a last minute check, but all seemed to 


be in order. The storm-troopers hadn't broken anything. ‘We: headed 
out. 


A reception committee was waiting in» the docking bay area. 
Jabba and three of his goons. Chewie and me were both-armed, but that 
didn't mean much, I may be a quick draw, and so is Chewie, but there 
Were three of them. And their weapons were unholstered, primed, and 
pointed straight at us. 


: The bitter smell of hot metal and spilled fuel competed with 
the stink coming from. Jabba's body and clothing. Chewie's nose curled 
and he had to breath through his mouth, but at least he had the sense 
(Fon once in his life!) to keep quiet. I tried to hold my own disgust 
in bounds. 


"Jabba." I nodded a greeting. Chewie stood mute. Jabba 


waved us aside and circled the FaZcon. He knew what he was looking for 
"and nodded from time to time as he checked off one after another of the 
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Falcon's features on a mental list of his ovn devising. 


The Hut finished at last. tle ‘waddled-over to=me and I sidled 
away as unobtrusively as possible. Chewie fought a losing battle 
with his stomach and had to walk over to the door. Two of the guards 
watched him the whole way, while the third never took his eyes off me. 


In Spacer sign language Jabba told me he approved of the modi fica- 
tions I'd made on the Falcon's external armaments and workings. He 
turned to enter the ship and I made a quick gesture of protest. A 
sound from the door drew my attention. The three guards had come to 
strict attention and, if that were possible, had me and Chewie under 
an even more unblinking guard than before. They caressed their blast- 
ers as though daring us to make a false start. 


I made a mental note to have the entire air filtration system 
flushed out before I'd set foot inside the Falcon again. I grinned at 
the three guards to show there were no hard feelings (bastards! if I 
ever faced any of those green-skinned salamander types again, in a fair 
fight, I'd teach them a thing or two. Permanently!). 


I pulled up an empty fuel barrel and sat down. Chewie, who'd also 
started forward in protest of Jabba's action, leaned against the wall 
by the door and tried to relax. It was thumb-twiddling time again. 


The wait lasted, at most, one-quarter of a standard hour; but be- 
ing on the outside, listening to strange breaking-type noises coming 
from the Falcon's cock-pit, engine-room, and hold area, made the time 
seem at least tripled. 


Jabba came out at last, dusting his fingers on his garments. I 
got up and approached as close as I dared. Jabba and I dickered again 
in sign language. It was difficult to follow all the ins-and-outs of 
his bargaining, but I was pretty sure I could make out the high spots. 


In return for Jabba's 'intervention' with the owner of the repair- 
shop and enough credits to pay all our tabs and still have well-lined 
pockets, Chewie and I would owe him our lives for the next five years. 
a if we'd take on one or two "special" jobs we could cut that time 

own. 


No wonder Jabba'd gone to such lengths with us. He wanted us des- 
perate. Only desperate men would listen to his offer. Pay or no, Tt 
amounted to slavery. 


I looked at Chewie in despair. He shrugged. He'd go along with 
anything I decided. 


What choices did we have? Only two that I could see. To stay 
here, on Dardanel, the rest of our days. Common laborers. Roustabouts. 


Planet-bound. Faleonless. Or sign with Jabba. 


We had no choice. To be a prisoner planet-side would kill me... 
us. Alive even working for Jabba, we'd have a chance to buy our freedom. 


I hesitated. If I went to work for Jabba I'd be handling hea- 
vier stuff than I'd ever touched up to now. Before I'd always more or 
less picked what goods I wanted to carry. I was good enough that I could 
afford to be choosy. ‘No was supplies, no addictives,. no slaves. : 


Jabba would want me on a ‘dirty run' as soon as possible. He 
could hold the criminal charge over my head then, insurance for obedience. 
And if he was considerin' me for the Kessel run, he'd be especially sure 
to involve me in a criminal act. And soon! 


Death on this planet. Life in the stars. There was no choice. 


"Where do we sign?" Jabba snapped his fingers and one of the 
guards scurried up and took a falded sheet of Paper from his pocket. Jab- 
ba waved in my direction and the salamander handed it to me. I opened 
it, read it. A standard 'I-sell-my-soul' contract. I signed. The guard 
took the contract to Chewie. Chewie looked at me. Long. Hard. He made 
a sound that was almost a sigh. Then he: signéd,: too. 


The guard took the paper back, checked the signatures, refolded 
the contract, and handed it back to Jabba, who put it in his pouch. 
Jabba took out a heavy chamois bag and tossed it tome. I caught it in 
mid-air. Jabba trundled out, followed by his goons. 


We waited in silence until they were gone. Then Chewie joined 
me. I emptied out the bag of credits Jabba had tossed me. There were 
more there than either of us had ever seen at one time. 


"Jabba thinks he's won, Chewie, that this is our price. But we'll 
show 'im. We'll work his damn contract and that'll] be it. We won't be 
like him and his damn crew, thinkin' only of money and power. We'll still 
be us, still have our honor. Jabba's got our services, but he don't own 
us, u 


"Denawcriar?" 


"No, damn all, he don'ts’ We'll get away, you'll see. We'll be 
too smart for ‘im. We'll work our way free ‘fore ya know it." 


"Dregora?" 

"It don't matter, Chewie. It's a job. Justa job." Chewie said 
nothing, just stared at the pile of credits. He lifted his gaze to my 
face. Our glances crossed, then held. 


"It's a gob, Chewie. dust a job." 
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I The battle is over. 
Yet 
So much have we given 
That even this sudden victory 
Cannot lift my exhaustion of spirit. 
The weight of many lives 
Converges upon me 
Devouring my peace, 
Greatly is. the Force disturbed, 
And every movement 

reverberates in me. 


II Wait for the dawn. 


Our fighters leave their docks 
In a fiery leap. for the skies. 
Qur hopes for freedom 
Travel on their wings. 
And I, who. command, must 
Remain above 
and wait. 
Would that I could lend of the Force 
To be. with these brave men! 


III How many times have I offered myself to the Force? 
Yet still there is more to give -- 
One's deeds, one's actions, thoughts, and dreams -- 
All are consecrated; 

Fear, despair, and the loneliness of responsibility. 

These are ‘trans formed 

Even as I look -- 

Fear becomes courage, 

Despair, thunderous hope, 

And the solitary weight of command 

Becomes a blazing path 

To light the skies. 
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‘AFTERMATH 


The Force help me understand... 






So much destruction has been loosed. 

Each planet carries the mark 

Of devastation, 

Each day brings the burden 

Of cleaving the fields of night with fire. 








I feel the Galaxy convulse 

Like some wounded Entity, 
Wailing silently: 

Have we not learned wisdom yet? 


Life strives to honor perfection, 
Yet the sky reverberates with death. 
Humankind has reached for ideals -- 
And we must pay for its errors. 


I consider the ancient truths, 
Relentless Law and Justice, 
But Life sorrows 

And time has taken 

Too many friends. 


THE DARK TIMES 


Not enough days, not enough days, now, 

To shed all the tears that flood my soul. 

I feel the Jedi slowly dying 

And there's not enough days to rest my heart. 


Ancient, glowing Order, that watched the stars, 
With our lives we nourished you, 

And your guardianship:was not a burden 

But our greatest joy. 


Your death I share as my own 
Pain, sharpened by my part 
In birthing this destruction. 


Drained, trembling, 
I give myself 
To the altar of the Force. 
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I offered my service 
Through these many long years -- 
This time of exile I must accept. 


An outward life 
Of solitary quiet -- 
It il] becomes an old warrior! 


Were it not for my kinship with the stars, 

My life would truly be one of quiet; 

Were it not for the outward reach of darkness, 
My life would truly be of rest. 


I am but a servant, 
No conditions -- a Jedi serves the Force. 
For I have learned a little 
of what it is -< 
And how could I do otherwise? 


T serve the sword of radiance -- 
My hands belong to it 
And my being I have given 

to its light. 


What I fight -- there is direction. 
Like lines of thought is the linkage 


-To all that surrounds me. 


Service. 
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WAITING 


When all I lived and fought for seemed to blaze 
Like some living planet, as its sun explodes, 
My soul was torn. 


There was no student, but could teach me despair, 
No brotherhood of light but could be destroyed, 

No path of honor but that which showed my grief and 
shame. 




















Almost too remote 
Were the limitless banks of stars, 
And the sun of my world 

Too old te give me warmth. 





Though time lay heavily, my skill, they said, 
_ Must be preserved against a day 

Perhaps 
I may return to make amends. 






And it may be | ao 
In these dry wastes reflecting double suns 
I shall find healing 

And peace, again. 


PRAYER 


The gift of time is precious ~~ 
Time to take refuge in the night sky, 
Time to.rest from a warrior's duty, 
To feel the wind's passing in the evening, 


My work of these past years 

I release to the sea of Time, 

To the cool darkness of the River of Heaven 
I give the sadness, and regret, and tears 
Of a hundred battles, 

And the memory of those 

Gone from me forever. 


Time is the sustaining gift 
I ask from the Force. 


TIME OF T RADE 


I long to be away in the hills 
Alone with my memories -- 

To feel the warmth of the suns 
Once more; 

To draw strength 

From the wild rocky places 

And cool ravines. 


What care, these people I meet, 

For That which is most precious in life? 
They have closed their hearts 

To the Life of the universe. 

And no man calls me friend. 


One dream I carry through 
Through all the burning days 
And crystal nights--- 


To leave a part of my soul 

To brighten the way, 

To leave some measure of Truth 
With the son of my friend, 


LEGACY 


In this weapon are built the dreams, 
Stronger than time, brighter than fire, 
Kinder than a father's love 

For his ideals and his son. 


In this sabre are locked the years -~ 
Passed forever, diminished not, 
Shining in its memory still -- 

Living aligned with the Force. 


Within this legacy of light 

Lies the hope of my elder days, 

Lives a blessing on all your ways 

And the promise of wisdom passed on anew. 
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Today I have nothing to offer You 
Except my loneliness. 

Today more than ever 

The loss of what has been 

Weighs upon me. 

The emptiness of desert places 
Confronts my soul. 

Even as I walk, the gusting wind 
Passes by like time. 


My human part 
Echoes the sand dragon's call. 


At the day's ending 
I await the coming of stars. 
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I came home under the evening sky. 

The crescent moons gave blazing light, 
The Warrior's Sword guarded the sunset . 
And put an end to my knowledge. 


Extinguished utterly 
There are no words to speak. 


BEYOND &WiISDOM 


Ther 
The Force took me 
Unto Itself 
And for a long while 
I knew nothing. 


When my consciousness 
returned to me 
Memory held but a vision 
of what transpired. 
But my heart burned for days 
In that Fire. 


NIGHT-TIME 


The sight of starlight 
fires my very soul. 
I partake of a consciousness 
far wider than.the realms of mind. 
In wonder, I own a body 
Far larger than ever imagined, 
And my life flows through the Heavenly River 
To rest within its Home once more. 


RECOLLECTION 


Twenty years -- a long time to wait 
Knowing how my guidance jis betrayed. 


Twenty years -- 
And yet no time can mar 


That overwhelming, searing day 

When Darth, 

Possessed by rending, heedless power, 
Destroyed a kingdom, 

A goodly way of life, 

And a friend. 


After me 

Through all my many yeers 
That bitter time 

Has fled. 


Calmness, calm 

The Force sustains 

My every move. 

On It I float 

Like upon water. 

The power of a steeping nova 
Moves my hands 

And my heart rests 

In the light-stream's flow. 








LIBATION 






Only the desert's children 
Part the silence of this place. 







My dwelling has become 
A temple of waiting, a refuge of nope 
On whose altar I place 

The gift of endurance. 











whole days go by 
and not a word is spoken 










Quietly 
I. bank the evening fire 
And turn up stars. 
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Even now, I think, 

I could find it within me, Darth, 

To love you. 

Your soul was not always blinded with power 
Nor will it forever live apart 

From the life of the Galaxy. 








The mask you wear to conceal your heritage 
Reveals the darkness within my own nature -- 
The yet undealt-with things that marred me 
As a perfect channel of the Force. 








Because my rank was high, 

My error has been great. 

But your own loss shakes me, Darth, 
And for this I mourn. 









TRANSTTION 





There is no oblivion 

If I am buried in the Force. 

My being, shattered into stars, 

Knows at last a tide of endless Love. 







Wrapped in the arms of the Force, 

Here is understanding that glows eternally, 
And peace unspeakable 
In its perfection. 
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The endless days of desert sands 
Like brilliant evenings pass. 


I have fought for a galaxy; 
I rule now in caves and ravines. 
I have fought for some Truth 
* And it was wrenched from the Empire. 
I led a fleet of starcraft -- 
Myself I now command. 


Yet here, 

The Truth I fought for lives 
in me. 

The Republic rises 
in my vision's reach, 

The light I lived by 
receives me as its own. 


Never look. back. 

The Force has covered 

Both the past and its alternatives 
In its endless flowing. 

Let It carry the present. 


There is joy. 


I stand alone in the darkness. 

My sabre aflame with blue-white power. 
Though I hold the only source of light -- 
Let it go forth 

Shivering the night. 


Dedication. 

Incandescense parts the darkness. 
Parts it to reveal 4 
The underlying well 

Of secret suns. 





PRAYER 


Disolve me gently 

Into (Your) moving Light 

That.my mind gives off 
No flutter of regret. 


What shall await me 
There in the weaving midst 
Of pure Life itself 

I will not ask. 


Content I am 

To give what is mine 

Completely to the Force 
I serve and love. 


MESSAGE 


A while ago my world was sand and wind, 
Sounding wind without 
and peace within. 


I was led 

To heal a boy. 

A name from the past 

Summons my service. 

One last duty, 

_ One mission, grave, critical, 
And the Force receives me. 

No returning, this I know. 


A while ago my world was sand and wind, 
The sabre's hum without 
and peace within. 
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I I have not often known true fear -- 
Fear that grips the heart with ice. 


Oh, there was the day -- 

Cutting, though so long ago -- 

When my pupil donned a mask, 

There was the battle almost won -- 
Lost, despite my commander's sacrifice. 
And the time I learned to gaze 

Into the chance of oblivion. 


But for this, there's no defense. 
Despair, and fear, stalk my soul -- 
Why do you hesitate to claim 
The sabre's destiny, 

Rightfully yours? 


I feel your sorrow, Luke -- 

Even before you reached me 

I felt your searing loss within the Force. 
It was not like this 

I would have had you follow me, 

Finding your heritage -- 

Shattered by the impact 

Of the Empire's dark rule. 


Cry your last tears of boyhood 

In my arms, and think it not 

A weakness, ‘Luke, to feel so deeply. 

1 share your tears, 

And, with what strength I have, 

And wisdom that the years have given me, 
Serve you -- 


Young blazing star, 
Your destiny is light. 





re 


THE DREAM 























There is so much I want to tell you 

Before you claim your sabre. 

The rite we shall work is but a beginning 

To forge the way to all your shining tomorrows. 


A day's sun, and they shall acclaim you Jedi, 
Honor your skill, and send you off 
Cn some new mission to guard the galaxy. 


And shall you seek perfection -- 
Mastery -- 

Oneness with the stars? 

You may learn, my child, 

It's all that's truly yours. 





No blessing for fame, or glory, 
I leave with you, 

But a dream of living 

In the Light behind the-stars, 
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Don't grieve, my friend -- 

This evil must be fought on more 
Than this physical plane 

Lest the current of darkness 

Spreads like a-poison. 


My friend, don't fear 

My love for you will lessen 
When I have gone ~- 

You will find me in the Force 
Nearer than your thoughts. 


Don't sorrow, son -- 
This seeming defeat ; 
Is no defeat for me -- 
My life, surrendered by will, 
Extends itself in the Force. 





71. 


THNED (Geka al 


Understand, Darth -- 

Though you seek my destruction 

Your darkness holds the birth of light. 

I see you as a part of the Galaxy; 

I give you blessing, one of a myriad blazing suns 
Weaving a dance of future glory. 


Time and the web of life converge towards me -- 
Only the Force remains. 


Aloft I raise my sabre 
My last gift 


a salute of offering 
Is sundered into brilliance. 








DESERT WIND, 
DEATH WIND... 


Desert wind, death wind, 
sings across Tatooine as late morning heat 
rises in rippling waves 
from the sand. 


A woman's face -- 
net-worked with fine-etched lines 
(bred of a harsh life 
in an unrelenting climate) -- 
turns toward the window. 
Unseeing, 
she gazes across dun-colored, gritty barrens. 


A black forboding lays heavy on her spirit. 
Quarrels always leave her unsettled, 
but to-day it is more than that. 
An oppressive weight blankets the sweltering land -- 
and its inhabitants. 
Suddenly the air swirls and eddies about, 
disturbed by a craft that can barely be discerned 
through heat-induced mirages. 
Alarm surges up. 


“Owen, someone's coming." 


Desert wind, death wind, 
sings across Tatooine. 
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Battle Prayer 
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Caught in the back-wash of an unsuspected attack, the small 
One-man ship went careening off-course. Sightless, as most of his kind 
Measured sight, the dizzying display of a spinning star-field did not 
dis-orient the pilot. It was only for the convenience of his ship's 
delicate navigational instruments that he stopped the end-over-end ro11 
of his vehicle and righted it to the arbitrary plane to which it had 
first been set. The ship, damaged by the blast, was sluggish in response 
to his adjustments of the instrument panel. 


Despite this damage, once the ship had been aligned to its own 
horizon it needed very little conscious guidance to maintain’an even keel. 
The pilot lay in a course which would take him to-the nearest Imperial 
Starbase, then set the controls on automatic. With his mind released 
from the burdens of piloting, he then turned his attention to getting a 
Clearer picture of his present situation. He extended the field of his 
awareness to a greater dimension and intensity than normal. 


What could have happened, he wondered. i had that last pilot 
lined up in my sights. Where did that attacking ship come from? 


He tensed, his heightened powers sensing movement on the per- 
iphery of his awareness. The sensor web fashioned into the lining of his 
cloak was activated, mechanically verifying the information his own powers 
revealed. Five ships were speeding away from the space station at full 
throttle. The second ship, an X-wing fighter by the configuration of its 
magnetic field, interested him. This was the ship he had had in his 
Sights even when attacked. : 
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The aura of the rebel pilot was familiar to him. The Force... 
Yes, he had been right in his recognition of potential danger. The Force 
was strong in this one. Strong, but untrained, unproven. The other 
pilot should be on the alert now, senses expanded beyond normal to pick 
up any danger in his vicinity. But the rebel remained unaware of his own 
probing interest. Such a neglect of the power of the Force could prove 
fatal. 


Behind his dark-visaged breath-mask, Darth Vader smiled. 
Through the persistance of habit, he cocked his head in a listening pos- 
ition.. With the Force, he pressed his awareness outward once more. Ig- 
noring the flickering consciousnesses of the other four rebel pilots, 
Darth concentrated his attention on the pilot of the second ship. 


Young. Yes, his aura is definitely young. And untried. He 
can be easily... What? Where did that surge of power come from? Who... 
ObiWant { 


The smile was wiped from Vader's faée sightless eyes opened 
wide in shock as the full import of the sudden added presence in the 
young rebel's ship was brought home to him. He remembered, as in a 
nightmare from which there was no awakening, his Master's words, "If you 
strike me down I will become more powerful than before." 


This was what he had feared from the moment ObiWan's body had 


disappeared, what he had refused to accept. This was the knowledge he 
had tried.to keep at bay through active involvement in battle, 
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Darth Vader did not fear the Unknown. He could not, knowingly, 
have chosen the path he had taken had he done so. Yet now, he sensed 
with the powers he used above and beyond the senses he had lost, a pre- 
sence he had thought destroyed. A seed of doubt, of fear, was planted. 


Almost involuntarily, Darth focused on that other presence in 
the young rebel's ship. Ironically, it was this ‘almost rapport’ with 
the essnce of his former Master which now saved his life.-- and his 
sanity. 


aS The Dark Lord's senses had been heightened during the battle. 
Now, thinking himself the sole remaining adept able to wield the Force, 
Vader risked opening all his senses in an attempt to gather information. 
He was hearing beyond hearing, seeing beyond sight. 


And at that moment the chain reaction set into motion by an 
unschooled farmboy from Tatooine, his:.aim guided by the Force, reached 
culmination, The Death Star exploded: with the. fury of a novaed: sun, .. 
in its death the Sith Lord heard the psychic deaths of ten thousand men, 
men bound to him by ties of loyalty and-fear. If his senses had still 
been unfocused, still at the maximum, they would have been dangerously 


overloaded. Insanity, or merciful death, would have been the result. 


Darth was saved because his senses were focused on a single 
point, a point that was rapidly moving away from the source of the sudden 
energy flux. Further cushioning was provided by the Dark Lord's contact 
with the mind-poweryef ObiWan Kenobi. 


Darth's sanity -- and his life -- were saved. However, the . 
sudden energy surge, when combined with the unexpected deaths of so many 
men known to him personally, was so great that he was stunned into un- 
consciousness. Before darkness overcame him he heard a faint despairing 
cry from the essence he only too clearly recognized as ObeWan. 


Darth! My son! 


Blackness came, and the tiny one-man ship hurtled on its pre- 
ordained path. 
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CATS IN THE DARK ; 
_ Joyce Yasner 


from an idea by C.Hedge 


Wheeze! went the air filtration system. Wheeze! 


Kass stared off into the darkness, growing more irritated with 
each passing moment. She had tried to find the elusive system, but 
with no success. Either the room was much larger than she thought, 
or the source of her annoyance was in the ceiling. With absolutely 
no light in the room, the sound played tricks with her ears. 


If I don't get out of here soon, she thought gloomily, I’m going 
to lose my mind. 


And she was unwilling to move far from the door, her sole source 
of food and the way out of her prison. A few feet away a stream of 
water ran through a narrow trench in the floor. She both drank and 
washed from it. She had not seen the creatures who had imprisoned 
her; she had been unconscious from oxygen starvation when dumped in 
her cell. She had no idea of the fate of her fellow passengers or 
the ship she had been on when it ran into the aliens who had taken 
her captive. Star Fleet will want to do something about them, she 
assured herself. The emperor is not going to be very tolerant of 
alien ptrates who seize Imperial citizens. 


Over the days of her captivity, one thought had dominated her 
mind: escape. She had no concrete plan; all she wanted was to be 
out of the darkness and away from this place. The most obvious 
way out lay through the trapdoor through which the aliens passed 
her meals. She was a small woman, and confident she could fit 
through the opening. They should, she thought, be bringing break- 
fast soon. When that door opened, she was going out. 


She was so intent on thinking about how she was going to 
escape that, when the moment came, she almost missed her chance. 
She heard the door slide up a second before she leapt for it. 


A hand clamped around her ankle and hauled her back. Before 
she could scream, the hand's owner landed on top of her, crushing 


the air from her lungs. She was then rolled onto her side, a power- 
ful arm pinned her arms to her sides, and a hand was placed over her 
mouth. "Be silent!" a deep male voice commanded. She could no more 
have disobeyed that voice than she could the voice of God. 

The moment of terror passed quickly and she lay feeling her own 
heart pound. She forced herself to relax and, when she had, the man 
holding her eased the pressure across her chest, but just a bit. "You 
will not scream." Kass shook her head in the negative, and the man 
took his hand away from her mouth. 

"Who in Chaos are you?" Kass hissed at him. 

"A fellow captive." 

"Then why'd you stop me from escaping?" 


"Because," the man said, “you would have jeopardized my own chances 
for escape." 


"Thanks," Kass said. 

"Do you know what lies beyond that door?" the man asked her. 

"The way out of here, I hope," Kass said fervently. 

"Yes, the way out. But it is as dark beyond that door as it is 
in here. These creatures do not see by visible light. Once outside 
this cell, you would have been helpless. They would have recaptured 
you and perhaps restrained us both. 

"Even assuming you could have gotten away from here, do you know 
where these creatures keep the ships they steal or have you the knowl- 
edge to fly one?" 

Kass said nothing. 

"I thought so," the man said with satisfaction. 

Kass pulled away from him and sat up. 


"Well, if it is as dark out there as it is in here, how are you 
going to see?" 


"I have sensors that see in the infrared range." 


Kass poked her hand out and encountered the man's face. It was 
hard, angular, metallic. Her hand brushed his chest. It, too, was 
steel. "You're a 'droid!" she said accusingly. 


"I most certainly am not," the man said, his voice hard with 
anger. 


Kass' face flushed with embarrassment. His hands and arms, she 
remembered, were flesh and bone, and no ‘droid had the agility to 
tackle her the way he had. He was a cyborg. 


"Do you have a ship?" she asked. 
"Yes, provided these creatures haven't dismantled it yet." 


"Look," Kass said excitedly, "you're much too big to fit through 
that opening yourself. I can get through it, though. If we work to- 
gether, we can get out of here." 


For a moment there was no sound but the wheeze of the air fil- 
tration system. A breeze, tinged with the scent of machine oil, ca- 
ressed her cheek. ‘ith a start Kass realized that the sound she had 
taken to be part of the ship's environment had come from her cellmate. 
The steel plate that covered his chest housed a respirator, and the 
air that had touched her face had been expelled from it. 


"I suppose," the man said, "that escaping with you is prefer- 
able to being sold into slavery." 


"Shall we try it the next time they bring our food?" 
"All right." 


They shared breakfast. At first Kass had wondered how her cell- 
mate ate since, for the brief moment she had touched his face, it 
seemed to be metal. What he wore, though, was a mask which housed 
the prostheses he need, not the least of which were the infrared sen- 
sors. To eat, he took the mask off, and Kass wasn't too sure she 
wanted to see what he looked like without it. 


To avoid detection by Kass, he explained, he had foregone his 
morning meal, eating the food she left in the evening after she fell 


asleep. Of course the aliens had known the cell was occupied by two 
people, so they had left enough food for them both. 


Kass gritted her teeth in annoyance. The presence of such a large 
quantity of food had led her to some rather uneasy speculations; she 
had never fancied being fattened up for someone else's dinner herself. 


The time urctil their next meal went slowly. They spent the day 
trading stories of their capture. He was a pilot in the Imperial fleet, 
he said, and had recently seen action against the rebels who were causing 
problems in the Outlands. The emperor had lost an important space sta- 
tion in that battle, and he was one of the few men loyal to the emper- 
or who had survived. He had been in his fighter four days before the 
aliens picked him up. If the ship hadn't been stocked with water and 
emergency rations, he would have died. He had spent the days before 
her arrival eating and sleeping, building up his strength, and thinking 
about how he might escape. 


Kass' story was much less exciting. She had been on vacation 
from her job as a quality control supervisor in a preserved foods 
plant when the ship she was aboard was attacked by the aliens. The 
ship had lost most of its air and, as a consequence, most of its pas- 
sengers, but the aliens apparently had only been too happy to rescue 
the survivors. 


The idea of being sold into slavery made Kass shudder, and she 
was glad to have the company and assistance of her cellmate, despite 
what appeared to be his rather self-centered attitude. She would 
just have to be careful he didn't dump her at his earliest opportu- 
nity, although she didn't like to think that any Imperial officer 
would do that. 


She was curious to know if he would lend her his mask for their 
bid for freedom. She would be able to find the lock which released 
the door to their cell much more quickly if she could see where it 
was, but she doubted that he would be willing to trust her with it. 
Judging from his attitude, he'd probably expect her to run off with 
bag 


Now that, Kass thought evilly, was a possibility. After all, if 
she got out the trapdoor with his mask in tow, he'd be helpless, and 
she'd have some bargaining leverage. Wo, on second thought, she 
wouldn't. She needed him to fly the fighter that would get them away 
from their captors. She'd have to release him eventually and, once 


free, he would take the mask away from her. He'd be damn angry, too, 
and probably leave her behind. No, her best bet was to fulfill her 
part in the escape. Perhaps, if he felt she'd done him a service, 
he'd take her along. 


By the time the aliens came with their next meal, she had a head- 
ache from hunger and her stomach was in knots from nervous apprehen- 
sion. They had taken up positions on either side of the trapdoor. 
Kass' job was to pull the food tray inside as soon as an alien placed 
it within reach. Her cellmate would grab the creature and keep it 
from raising the alarm. There would be no difficulty forcing the 
trapdoor, he assured her. 


The moment the trapdoor slid up, Kass took the tray from the alien. 
The man grabbed the creature and pinned it beneath the door. It kicked 
and flailed, but could not break free. After a few moments, the trap- 
door slammed shut and broke its spine. Kass moaned when she heard its 
bones break. 


"Did you have to kill it?" she questioned, her stomach heaving. 


"How else was I to prevent the door from closing entirely?" he 
asked, as if breaking a creature's back were something he did every- 
day. "Stay where you are until I force the door. I'll move the body 
out of the way and you can crawl through." 


She heard his mask grate against the door when he leaned his head 
against it, then heard the unmistakable sound of gears stripping. The 
alien's body made a soft scraping noise as he pulled it inside. 


Kass crawled through the trapdoor, being careful to keep some 
part of her body in contact with it at all times. Their entire effort 
would be for naught if she foolishly got lost in the corridor outside 
their cell, centimeters from winning them their freedom. She had to 
lie flat to worm her way out, but made it with nothing more to show 
for her efforts than a scraped back. Then she stood up slowly, run- 
ning her hand along the doorjamb. hen she found a recessed panel, 
she pushed it in and was gratified to hear the door to their cell slide 
open. 


Once outside, the man took her hand and guided it to his belt. 
"Hold on to me and I'll guide you. Keep as quiet as possible." 


He had a very long stride and walked quickly. Kass had to run 


to keep up and not tripping was very difficult in the dark. They went 
around several turns and once even took an elevator down. Kass knew 
she would have become hopelessly lost and probably have starved to 
death if she'd gone out the trapdoor earlier. On one occasion her com- 
panion flattened her against the wall with his arm, practically knock- 
ing her breathless. She presumed he had done it to avoid their being 
spotted by the aliens. 


At last they came to a room which Kass took to be a hangar because 
of its size. Her footsteps echoed in the expanse. They crossed sev- 
eral meters of floor, then stopped. 


He pulled her around by the arm, then put his hands around her 
waist. Lifting her into the air, he instructed her to climb, and when 
she didn't immediately obey, bumped her nose into something metallic. 
She scrabbled in the air for a few moments until she found foot and 
hand holds, then climbed up. 


“There are about fifteen rungs above you," he called up. “When 
you reach the seventh, start feeling around in front and to your right. 
That is the wing of the ship. Climb onto it. It will support your 
weight." 


She did as he instructed, frightened nearly senseless at flailing 
around for a surface she couldn't see that was an unknown height above 
the floor.. Her hands finally brushed the wing and she pulled herself 
onto it. He swung up beside her a few moments later. 


"Let's hope they haven't stripped her," he said more to himself 
than to her. She heard him open the hatch and, when the sounds he made 
became more hollow in character, assumed he'd gone inside. 


Several pinpoints of light appeared a meter to Kass' left, making 
her blink painfully, but that light was the sweetest thing Kass had 
ever seen. 


"Come on," her companion called to her. She kept her face turned 
from the light as much as possible and edged toward the body of the 
ship. 


He was sitting on the lip of the hatch, straddling it. He was 
humanoid in shape, and much larger than Kass had earlier thought. The 
light from the ship's instruments glinted off his prostheses. "Can 
you fit in there?" 

















HANS, 


Forcing her eyes to adjust to the light, Kass saw the area he 
meant. Between the pilot's chair and the joystick was a space which 
she could sit in, if she didn't mind sitting with her knees drawn up 
to her chest. 


The joystick was studded with control buttons, but the floor was 
bare, so her sitting there wouldn't impede the operation of the ship. 
Kass swung a leg over and hanging onto the man's arm, stepped down onto 
the pilot's seat. She then slid forward into the space he'd shown her. 
It was a tight squeeze, and Kass doubted she'd ever be able to move 
her legs again if she had to sit there for long. But there was no way 
she was going to complain about the accommodations. 


As soon as she was in her spot, the man climbed in after her, 
pulling the hatch cover in place over his head. He was very careful 
about dogging the latches in place. He eased himself into the pilot's 
seat, positioning his legs so that she sat between them. He fastened 
his safety harness before activating the engines. 


Kass craned her head around to look at him. "How are we going to 
get out of the hangar? Don't you have to depressurize it and open the 
bay doors?" 


"No. Close your eyes and put your head down." 
"What are you going to do?" 


"Do what I tell you." When she didn't obey, he pushed her head 
down for her. Kass squeezed her eyes tight shut. 


The light from the explosion penetrated her eyes anyway. The 
fighter leapt forward, throwing Kass back against the base of the chair, 
She grabbed his shins and hung on, She could feel the power of the en- 
gines through her buttocks. The fighter veered sharply to the right 
and up. 


"You may look now if you wish." 


Kass pulled her head up and looked out around the joystick. She'd 
never had so little between herself and space before, and the view was 
breathtaking. 


"The situation behind us is a little less pleasant, so enjoy what 
you can see. I'm going to get a fix on our position from the navicom- 
puter, then see if I can raise a base or cruiser." 


"Wi11 those creatures try to come after us?" 


"I doubt it. They'll have enough problems trying to repair the 
damage I did their ship. We have several problems of our own: air, 
water, and food. I don't know how much longer the oxygen cells will 
keep operating; they should be good for another twelve to eighteen 
hours, but they have double the work to do now that you're on board. 
If I can't contact any Imperial forces nearby, I'll begin broadcasting 
a general distress signal. After that, our situation will become pro- 
gressively more unpleasant." 


Kass could imagine just how unpleasant, especially if he got it 
into his head that she was using his air. 


He spent several minutes with the ship's telescope, sighting on 
stars and feeding the figures into the computer. The machine chit- 
tered to itself for a few moments, then provided some figures of its 
own. "We're in luck. There's a base about ten hours from our present 
position. It's rather large and there should be several cruisers op- 
erating out from it in our vicinity. I'll try to raise one." 


He began reciting code words and numbers into his transmitter. 
A response was gratifyingly quick in coming. There was a few minutes' 
discussion of coordinates, course headings, and time. 


"We'll be rendezvousing with the Emperor's Ship VazZor in seven 
hours." 


Kass was relieved; their situation could have been a lot worse or 
totally hopeless. She wondered if the estimated time for the oxygen 
cell failure was calculated on the basis of two people using the air, 
or just one. If one, she thought it was probably safe to assume it 
would fail in half the time he had quoted; in other words, there was 
six to nine hours of air left. Thinking optimistically, that meant 
they would both survive. Thinking realistically, her situation was 
precarious. Kass was a realist, and she thought she had read the char- 
acter of her traveling companion pretty well. It would be better to 
bring her idea up now, before he thought he'd rather travel with a 
corpse than take any chances on his air running out. 


"One of my jobs at the plant where I work," Kass began cautiously, 
"4s to keep an eye on the machines. But I don't so much keep an eye on 
them as I do an ear. I can tell if the machines are operating properly 
by the sounds they make. 


"At first, when I was in the cell, I thought you were the air fil- 
tration system, and the sound your prosthesis made was driving me crazy. 
Now that I know you're a person, I've figured out what it was that was 
bothering me. Every night, before you went to sleep, you turned down 
your respirator. You slowed the rate at which the pump cycled and deep- 
ened the breaths it took for you. Am I right?" 


"Why are you are you asking?" 
"Never mind that. Just tell me if I'm right." 
"Yes." 


"You got up before I did and restored the machine to its regular 
setting. The change in the sound it made woke me up. 


"IT believe that the universe is essentially an arbitrary place, 
that if you give it the least opportunity to get you, it will. The 
engineers have a law for it: If anything can go wrong, it will, and 
at the worst possible moment. It means that if the nearest Imperial 
cruiser is seven hours off and we have twelve hours of air left, the 
oxygen cells will fail in six hours and fifty-six minutes. It means 
we've got to do something about the amount of air we use now, not six 
hours and fifty-six minutes from now. It means," Kass said, taking a 
deep breath, "that I want you to turn your respirator down instead of 
killing me. Will you do that?" 


For a moment the man didn't say anything. Then he started to 
laugh. At least Kass thought he was laughing; the sound he made was 
rather peculiar and it was hard to tell. 

"You are rather astute, aren't you?" he said. 

"Will you do it?" 

"IT will not be able to function if I do." 

Kass sighed. "What do you have to do?" she asked. 

"Dock this ship when the time comes and respond to any transmis- 
sions we may receive. Those are routine matters. The problem lies 
with the unexpected. With my respirator turned down, my reaction time 


will be dangerously slow. If we run into any danger, I may not be able 
to extricate us." 


"I'1] be alert," Kass said. "I can keep watch for us and 1f any- 
thing out of the ordinary happens, wake you." 


The respirator hissed as the man inhaled, considering. “The ma- 
chine is programmed for a sleep cycle of eight hours. we will rendez- 
vous with the Valor before then, so it will be necessary for you to 
take the respirator off program. This is the ship's chronometer," he 
said, tapping a digital readout to the right above Kass' head, "When 
it reads 103:47 I want you to press this switch. Give me your hand." 
Kass extended it backward. “There are four rocker switches, Do you 
feel them?" Kass moved her fingers over the buttons on his chest and 
said that she did. "This far one is on now. That's the normal cycle 
setting, and that is what you will restore the machine to when the 
time comes. All right?" 


"Yes," 


"Good. Now, this is the transmit button on ship's radio. If any- 
one does call us, I will probably be alert enough to answer, If not, 
the sound will certainly bring me around. In the meantime, you will 
press this button and say, 'C17-2238, stand by.’ Can you remember 
that?" 


"Of course," Kass said. 
"Good. Review the information for me." 


"When ship's chronometer reads 103:47," Kass pointed to the read- 
out, "I'm to restore your respirator to norma] cycle. That is this 
switch here." Kass put her finger over it. “If we receive any trans- 
missions and you can't answer immediately, I'm to say 'C17~2238, stand 
by' and get you awake enough to answer." 


"Correct. Now, then, ordinarily the control panel on my respira- 
tor is under magnetic lock; the setting could not be changed without 
my deactivating it first. However, I am going to leave the panel open 
for you. Please be cautious in changing the setting. I have schooled 
myself to deal with emergencies involving my machine and will come 
alert to save myself if you make an error, but I would prefer that you 
do not. I find such emergencies extremely disquieting and would pre- 
fer to be spared them." 


"I'l1 be careful," Kass promised. 


"There are no gravity wells nearby so the ship will remain on the 
proper heading without correction. Let's have something to eat and 
then I will cycle down." 


He rummaged around in a locker behind and to Kass' left and came 
up with two bulbs of self-heating soup. Kass sucked hungrily at her 
portion. He had again slipped the straps on his mask to eat, wearing 
the heavy prosthesis slung around his neck. It was dark in the fighter 
but for the lights from the instruments and Kass was too confined in 
her space to get a good look at his face. She wondered just how badly 
mutilated he was; certainly he didn't seem to mind if she saw him. 


When she was finished, he took the empty bulb from her and dis- 
posed of it. Out of the corner of her eye Kass could see him adjust- 
ing his mask, tugging at the straps that secured it in place. 


"I'm going to cycle the machine down now. Try to remain alert." 


With that final injunction, he depressed the rocker switch that 
put his respirator on its sleep cycle. The machine switched over slow- 
ly. Had Kass not been paying attention, she wouldn't have noticed the 
Change. After a while, the man relaxed, and Kass realized he was 
dozing. He stirred slightly when she shook his knee, but did not speak, 


Remaining alert, Kass soon found, was not going to be easy. The 
sound of the man's respirator was soporific, and she found herself 
nodding off listening to it. To keep awake, she forced herself to sit 
up straight and rested her chin on her knees. The view out the forward 
port was beautiful. She just hoped space held no dangers for them. 


Kass passed the time thinking about how she was going to describe 
her vacation to her friends. She couldn't think of anything to com- 
pare it to. Hers was certainly not the kind of experience shared by 
people unfortunate enough to get stuck on a tour operated by shady 
travel agents. 


She must have dozed anyway. The next time she looked out the 
forward port one white speck was a lot larger than the surrounding 
ones. Kass glanced quickly at the chronometer. It was 103:00. The 
speck grew progressively larger as the minutes passed, resolving into 
the largest ship Kass had ever seen. It wasn't time to wake her ship- 
mate yet, but Kass considered doing it anyway. She was saved having 
to make the decision when the ship's radio squawked. Kass reached for 
the button, but the man reached it first. 


"C17-2238," he said. 


The man on the radio said a string of numbers and letters back, 
then gave them coordinates and speed specifications. Her companion 
acknowledged the figures, then sat back and punched the rocker switch 
on his control panel for normal cycle. 


"We seem to have made it," he said. 
"Thank God," Kass agreed wholeheartedly. 


The docking manuever was tricky. They came up under the cruiser, 
pacing her, then the man fired his attitude jets and guided the fighter 
into the cavernous bay. He settled the ship on a circle marked on the 
deck, and cut the engines. An elevator brought the fighter up into a 
hangar and they sat waiting for the room to pressurize. Kass' eyes ad- 
justed slowly to the light. 


An indicator in the ship showed it was safe to exit. Kass' ship- 
mate uncoupled his safety harness, reached up and undogged the hatch 
cover, and threw it open. Meanwhile, a squad of storm troopers marched 
into the bay and lined up at strict attention. They were followed a 
few minutes later by several important-looking men in uniform. 


"What's all the fuss about?" Kass wondered aloud. 
"An honor guard," he said offhandedly. "Let's get you out of 
that space." He put his hands under her arms and pulled her up onto 
his lap. 
"My knees are killing me," Kass lamented. "I'll never walk again." 


"Flex them and rub the blood back into your calves. You'll be able 
to walk in a moment." 


While Kass tried to restore some sensation to her cramped legs, 
a group of technicians placed a ladder against the side of the fighter. 
A junior officer climbed it, walked across the wing, and looked into 
the ship. 


"Welcome aboard, Lord--" he stopped in mid-breath when he saw 
Kass. 


Kass looked up at him. "How do you do? I'm Kass Eastad," she 


said, trying not to laugh at the rather comical expression on the of- 
ficer's face. 


"Why don't you help the woman out, Lieutenant?" 

"Yes, sir. Miss," the lieutenant extended his hand. 

The man ha::ded Kass up, sparing her having to step on him. Kass 
hung on to the iieutenant when she stood out on the wing. Her knees 
weren't cooperating. The man emerged a moment later, and the lieuten- 
ant let go of Kass and snapped to attention. Kass threw an arm around 
the lieutenant's waist to keep herself from falling. 

In full light, Kass' traveling companion was impressive. He was 
half a meter taller than she was and massive. The mask that Kass had 
touched but never seen was fashioned to resemble a death's head. It 
was black, as were his respirator and clothing. Kass shuddered and 
credited him with considerabie psychological insight. His personality 
was forbidding. His appearance more than adequately complemented it. 


The lieutenant was doing his best to unobtrusively detach himself 
from Kass. She loosened her grip enough for him to straighten completely. 


"Welcome aboard, Lord Vader," the lieutenant said, resorting to 
his prepared speech. 


"Thank you, Lieutenant." 


"If you'll come this way, sir," the lieutenant moved back to the 
ladder and climbed down. 


"Miss Eastad." Vader gestured her ahead of him. 

Kass went down the ladder after the lieutenant, Vader following. 
"Lord Vader, Commander Mahoric." 

"Commander." Vader nodded in acknowledgment. 

"Lord Vader's companion, Miss Eastad." 


"How do you do?" Kass improvised. 








Commander Mahoric studied her as if she were some new form of bug. 
"Ma'am," he bowed, finally. 


"Lord Vader, may I extend the hospitality of the Valor. I have 
had quarters prepared for you. We will find accommodations for the 
lady. I would be honored if you would join me in my quarters, sir." 


"Thank you, but Miss Eastad and I are tired. We would prefer to 
bathe and rest." 


"Of course. Lieutenant, would you escort Lord Vader and Miss Ea- 
stad?" 


"Yes, sir. This way, please." 


"Lieutenant, do you think you could possibly find me a change of 
clothes?" Kass asked. 


"I will check with the women officers, ma'am," the lieutenant said. 
"We should be able to find you something." 


"That request goes for me as well, Lieutenant," Vader said. 


"Of course, sir, I'll see to it." Judging from the expression on 
the lieutenant's face, he wasn't too happy with the order. Finding 
clothes that would fit Vader wouldn't be easy. 


They took an elevator still further up into the cruiser, then 
wound their way down several corridors. They were in officers' coun- 
try; there wasn't a storm trooper to be seen. 


The lieutenant finally stopped outside a door and gestured them 
in. The room was small and sparsely furnished with a bunk, a table, 
and a few chairs. : 


"There's a shower and head in here," he said, palming another 
door open off the main room. "You'll find towels and soap. I'll see 
what I can do about the clothes." 

"Thank you, Lieutenant," Vader said. 


The officer bowed, caught Kass smiling at him, and smiled back. 
Then he glanced at Vader again and hastily backed out of the room. 


Kass sank down on the bunk. "I think I've heard of you," Kass 
said. "Why didn't you tell me who you were?" 


"You didn't ask, and there seemed little reason for exchanging 
names." 


"The officers think we're together," Kass observed. 


"Yes. I thought it best that they did. It will spare you having 
to fight off any unwanted advances." 


"Oh." Kass considered that for a moment. "Thank you. That was 
very considerate." 


"Yes," Vader said, "it was." 


Kass supposed she wasn't expected to think any advances he might 
care to make were unwanted. 


A signal at the door saved her from having to say anything. It 
was a woman officer with news that quarters for Kass had been prepared. 
She followed the young officer out the door. 


Her room was right next door to Vader's, and from the personal 
items left in it, Kass gathered that someone had vacated it ina hurry. 
The woman officer took Kass' underwear and clothing sizes, then left 
her to bathe. Kass headed for the bathroom immediately and stripped 
off her grimy clothes, kicking them disgustedly into a corner. The 
shower was wonderful. Kass shampooed her hair three times, luxuri- 
ating in the hot water, then washed the rest of her body. 'When she 
came out, wrapped in a robe that belonged to the room's previous ten- 
ant, clean underwear and a uniform were on the bed. 


Kass toweled her hair, then brushed it out. A mass of loose, short 
curls, it fluffed up nicely now that it was clean. She got into the 
uniform and was pleased with the fit, considering that it had been 
found for her on the spur of the moment. Studying her image in the 
bathroom mirror, she thought she looked rather efficient--so long as 
no one took her hair into consideration. Men had a tendency to call 
her cute; she hated the description. 


Kass was considering finding someone to ask about food, when a 
signal at the door brought her into contact with the lieutenant who 
had escorted her and Vader earlier. 


"Lord Vader asks that you Join him in 1 his cant for dinner," the 
lieutenant” said, ‘bowing slightly. oy ias ; 


Kass was momentarily taken aback. Dinner with Vader no doubt in- 
cluded the unspoken understanding that She was to provide the after-din- 
ner entertainment. It wasn't a prospect she relished. The consequences 
of refusing, however, were worse. She would.be dumped.off on some god~- 
forsaken planet and left to find her ow; way home. Smiling, Kass ac- 
cepted the invitation with as much grace as she could muster. She edged 
past the lieutenant, going next door to Vader's room. 


"Allow me," the lieutenant said hastily. He reached the door sig- 
nal before Kass could. 


"Come," Vader said. 
The lieutenant palmed the door open. "Miss Eastad, sir." 
"Thank you. You may go." 


The small table in the center of the room had been set for two. 
Vader had shed his leather undertunic. His white-fleshed arms were 
covered to the elbow by the black surcoat he wore belted over his 
respirator. Apparently, the garment had sleeves which he ordinar- 
ily wore tied back. The shoulder guards and groin plate were gone, 
too, but the helmet, mask, and gorget were still in place. He was 
wearing someone else! s uniform trousers, and while they were roomy 
enough, they stopped considerably short of his ankles. 


"I think I came out ahead in the clothes," Kass said. 


Vader's gaze traveled the length of her body, then he looked at 
his own legs. "So I see. The fellow who generously lent me a pair 
of his trousers is not as well-proportioned as I am. I was forced to 
decline the offerof a tunic, a decision which I am beginning to regret. 
Why these ships must always be ten degrees colder than is comforable 
I shall never understand. The prosthetics engineers have yet to master 
building a respirator that isn't drafty." 


"I can imagine few things less pleasant than having cold air blown 
on my chest," Kass agreed. 


"We were invited to dine at the commander's table, but I declined. 


I do not enjoy making polite conversation, We are, however, getting 
a bottle of his best wine instead." 


"What's on the menu? I'm famished." 

"Steak, I believe. I asked for steak." 

"Sounds marvelous--if it doesn't come out of a processor." 

"It won't. Please, sit down." Vader pulled a chair out for her. 
He sat on the edge of the table, looming over her. "If you'll give me 
your parents' names and addresses, I'll have them contacted and arrange 
passage home for you." 


"I'm out of Arnzen. My folks live there, too. I hope it's not 
too far from here?" 


"About fifteen time-segments in hyperspace." 


"Oh, good. Then I'll only be two weeks late back to work," Kass 
said dryly. 


"T will see to it that you lose neither job nor pay." 


"Oh, no, I didn't mean you had to go to any trouble. I've worked 
there five years; they won't throw me out." 


"There is no problem," Vader said with a finality that clearly 
indicated he wasn't in the mood for any arguments, Kass could just 
imagine management's reaction to getting a tape from Lord Darth Vader 
explaining Quality Control Supervisor Eastad's absence from work. Kass 
grinned at the thought. 


"Is something amusing?" Vader asked. 


"I was just thinking how my boss would react to getting a tape 
from you." 


"With deference," Vader said. 
"With deference," Kass echoed numbly. She had wanted the advan- 


tages of having friends in high places, but thought this was overdoing 
it a bit. 


Their dinner was brought in then. The commander's mess steward 
opened the bottle of wine and poured a small amount into a glass. He 
turned worried eyes to Kass when he realized that Vader couldn't taste 
the wine he had poured. 


"See if it's any good," Vader instructed Kass. "I rely on your 
judgment." 


Kass smelled the wine, then took a small sip. She enjoyed good 
wines when she could afford them, and thought she knew something about 
them. "I like it," she said after a moment. "It's dry enough, and 
full-bodied." 


"Good. You may go, steward." 
The man, weak-kneed with relief, fled. 
"Idiot," Vader commented. 


"I do hope you like the wine," Kass said. "I've had some good vin- 
tages before, but I'm not a connoisseur." 


"If it's very bad, we'll pour it down the head. There's nothing 
to be gained from insulting Mahoric." 


Vader filled Kass' wine glass, then got their plates from the stew- 
ard's cart and set them on the table. He sat down and began to cut up 
his meat, making no move toward removing his mask. "The meat's rare 
enough and smells excellent." 


It did indeed smell excellent and Kass' mouth was watering, but 
she wouldn't begin to eat until he had. 


Vader set down his knife and fork. "There won't be any converation 
once this is off," he said, tapping his mask. He removed his helmet and 
tossed it on the bunk behind him. "My voice is artificial." 


"I'm too hungry to talk between bites," Kass said, "so don't worry 
about me." 


From a pocket in his surcoat Vader removed a leather case which 
he opened on the table. In it were four round, opaque lenses, two in 
each half, that were about three centimeters in diameter. Each lens 
was fitted with a metal, threaded rim. Vader freed the straps that 


secured his mask, then carefully began to loosen the lens assembly of 
his visual sensors. Kass stared stolidly at her plate, not sure whether 
he wanted her to watch him or offer her assistance. The lenses, she 
assumed, were to protect his prosthesis from light. At last she noticed 
her had turned in his chair to set the mask aside, and ventured a cau- 
tious peek. 


He was carefully rubbing the skin around where his eyes should have 
been. In their stead, metal tubes had been sunk into each socket. These 
protruded a few centimeters from his skul]. Blank and staring, the arti- 
ficial eyes were disturbing to look at. Vader had no eyelids. 


The massage over, Vader closed the lens case and returned it to 
its pocket. It took him a moment to find his knife and fork, then he 
began to eat. 


Kass ate too, surrepitiously studying Vader. A network of fine, 
white scars traced the area around his eyes, nose, and mouth. Kass 
could make out more scars around his hairline, but these were mostly 
concealed by his thick, black hair. 


His throat was the worst mutilated; it was puckered and seamed 
with scars. A flesh-colored, circular plastic disk occupied the lower 
portion of his throat, no doubt the product of an earlier tracheotomy. 
If that disk were removable, Kass thought, it would be a convenient 
way to rig an endotracheal tube and allow him to breathe by positive 
pressure. Perhaps that was the way he managed a bath. 


The meal over, they sat sipping the wine. Kass had that deep sense 
of well-being that comes from an excellent meal. The wine had relaxed 
her. 


"There's nothing like a good meal to set a person up right," Kass 
said. 


Vader smiled across the table at her. He drained his glass and 
once again reached for the lens case in his surcoat. This time Kass 
watched him put the mask on. 


"Indeed," Vader said. “It's when we're deprived of the things we 
take for granted that we're most miserable--food, sleep, our routine. 
This is the first chance I've had to relax in the past three weeks and 
it is only a temporary respite." 


"I hope you're not in a lot of trouble because of that battle," 
Kass said. "Being one of the few people to make it out doesn't put 
you in an enviable position." 


"It depends who else survived. I will have to write a report and 
there will be a hearing. I should not like to fall into disfavor; it 
would disrupt my plans." 


Kass did not want to think about what those plans could be. "I 
was wondering," she said, “what are you doing flying a fighter anyway? 
I should think a lord of the Sith has some responsibilities toward his 
subjects." 


"I do, but I was never trained to rule," Vader said. "Clarn, my 
older brother, administers my planets in my stead. He was trained to 
administer the family holdings and enjoys such work. I ama warrior. 
I was trained to fight." 


"On the whole," Kass said, "I think I'd rather be a lord of the 
Sith. It's safer." 


"But nowhere near as exciting. There are rewards to be had. With 
my personal assistance and political support, the rebellion will be sup- 
pressed." 


"I wonder," Kass said. "The Outland worlds were never very happy 
when Senator Palpatine was elected. They didn't suffer as much as the 
rest of us in the Clone Wars." 


"I am a Jedi knight, Miss Eastad," Vader said. "I wield the power 
of the Force. It is my duty as a Jedi to deliver the Outlands to the 
emperor and restore order to the galaxy." 


"Perhaps," Kass ventured, "the emperor will appoint you governor 
of the Outlands if you succeed. You are from the area, after all." 


"Perhaps," Vader said. "But there's an inquiry to be gotten through 
first. Clarn might find himself back at his original job." Vader re- 
filled Kass' wine glass. 


"You were quite right on the ship," he said reflectively, "in as- 
suming I would have killed you. I am glad now that I did not." 


Kass sat up straight. "Why is that?" 


"Almost everyone I come in contact with is afraid of me," Vader 
said, coming around the table. "I do not mind being respected for my 
rank and powers, but I find being constantly surrounded by perspiring 
sycophants tiresome. You, on the other hand, speak your mind, and you 
have the courage to defend yourself. I like people who have courage." 


Kass wondered wildly whether he was drunk. "I wasn't trying to 
be couragecus," she said. "I was just being sensible. So long as there 
was a way out of being killed, I didn't see any reason not to take it. 
If it didn't work, what did I have to lose? You would've killed me 
whether I said anything or not." 


"You could have played on my pity and wept." He sat on the edge 
of the table, gazing down at her. 


"Pardon me for saying so," Kass said, "but you don't seem the kind 
of person who's susceptible to tears and entreaties." 


"No," Vader said, tracing the line of her jaw with a finger, "I 
am not." 


She was as afraid of him as any of his perspiring sycophants and 
wasn't doing very well at concealing it at the moment. Obviously, he 
wanted her, and she did not see any graceful way of getting out of it. 


"You wtZZ spare me both the tears and entreaties now, I hope," he 
said. He slid off the table, and taking her by the upper arms, drew 
her to her feet. 


Kass wasn't sure whether it was the wine or her sense of self-pres- 
ervation, but she found giving in very easy. She put her arms around 
him, running her hands over his strong back. He was very broad. 


Once started, there was a crazed desperation about him. He wrap- 
ped his arms around her. crushing her to his body. "You'll have to be 
on top," he said into her hair. "I can't breathe unless you're on top." 
His fingers went to the straps that secured his mask. 


Kass approached the problem with clinical detachment. She would 
do as best she could, going slowly but using her strength. He lay with 
his back arched, his mouth open. She got the impression, after a while, 
that he wasn't so much concentrating on what she was doing as listening 
to the machine he wore. The reason was obvious after a moment. The 
respirator was tied into his physiological responses; it no doubt had 


an upper limit, and if that limit was reached before he climaxed, then 
the machine would cycle down no matter what he wanted. Kass could 
scarcely imagine anything more frustrating than to strain against the 
machine and fail, and she soon found herself sharing his desperate need 
to win over it. She hated the wheezing thing with a fierce and abiding 
passion. ‘hen they finally came, she collapsed on top of him, spent, 
kissing the sweat from his face. He drew the sweat-soaked tendrils of 
her hair through his fingers, cupping her head in his hands. 


"Damn thing. Damn," Kass cursed. 


He brushed his fingers over her mouth, silencing her, and kissed 
her briefly. How could he hate the machine, she realized, when his 
very life depended on it? He couldn't, and yet he must. No one could 
endure such a cruel slavery. Kass lay with her head on his chest, wait- 
ing for his breathing to ease. When it had, he turned over on his side 
and drew her close beside him. He threw an arm over her body and fell 
asleep. 


The following morning a different mess steward brought them break- 
fast. They ate, then Vader went to the ship's communications center 
to arrange her passage home. 


The cruiser that had picked them up had been on routine patrol in 
the area and was scheduled to make base in two days. Kass spend most 
of that time in the company of the lieutenant who had been assigned to 
Vader when they came aboard. He took her on a tour of the ship and 
explained something of the way the ship was organized and what it did. 
She was given access to the officers' wardroom, which had a small li- 
brary, and spent a lot of her time there. But, no matter how friendly 
she was to the officers, no one would talk to her for long. They seemed 
afraid, and Kass realized, uneasily, that because she was with Vader, 
people assumed she belonged to him. 


Kass saw Vader only at meals. He was preparing the report he had 
spoken of, and spent his time at work on it. Judging from the bad tem- 
per it put him in, Kass decided that the defeat was a particularly sore 
point with him. He wouldn't talk to her about it. 


By the time they put into the base, Kass was bored silly and look- 
ing forward to getting back to her old life. The first leg of her trip 
home was to be made aboard a supply ship. That vessel would dock at 
the Imperial base nearest Arnzen, and a shuttle would take her the rest 
of the way. 





The clothing she had worn during her captivity had been cleaned, 
and Kass changed back into it for the journey home. She had taken the 
time to tidy up her quarters, and was writing a note to the tenant, 
thanking her for their use, when Vader signaled and came in. 


"Your ship has docked, Miss Eastad. The lieutenant will be here 
shortly to escort you to the bay." 


"Thank you." Kass signed the note, folded it, and left it on the 
pillow of the bunk. 


"I did not thank you properly for your company the other evening," 
he said. "I enjoyed the pleasure that we shared." 


"I enjoyed it too," Kass said. She was not lying, not entirely. 


"There are few people willing to give themselves to me so generous- 
ly," he said. "I thought, briefly, that I should keep you, but it would 
not be wise." 


"You have too many things to do," Kass said. 


"Yes, and you would be bored. I know your name and where you live, 
however. And there is the hearing. You may be called upon to testify." 


"Of course," Kass said noncommittally. 


"Good-bye, Miss Eastad. Good luck." Vader turned on his heel 
and left. 


She stared after him. Kass had wondered why, after that first 
night, Vader did not approach her sexually again. It was, she realized 
now, because he was afraid. He had let her see an aspect of himself 
that few people ever saw, and now he was vulnerable. 


Despite his need to threaten, to appear as horrible as possible, 
Vader also needed to be human, to acknowledge his body, to fight the 
machine that would take his humanity from him and make him an object 
of fright and loathing. For a while Kass had shared that fight. Hers 
was a gift that was very precious to him, but one he couldn't aecept 
too often. Having accepted it once, he was now sending her away--to 
save himself for his incomprehensible purpose, to save her, ultimately, 
from himself. 


, 


When the lieutenant arrived, he escorted her from the ship and 
took her to the hangar where the supply ship stood waiting. What 
few passengers there were were Imperial officers on leave, taking 
advantage of a quick passage to another base. They studied her cur- 
jiously for a moment then, satisfied she was no one of importance, 
ignored her. 


Strapped into her seat waiting for the ship to launch, Kass 
thought back over the past two weeks. An aura of unreality had set- 
tled over the entire affair. A mediocre vacation had turned into a 
nightmare, then taken on tones of the surreal. Kass had no luggage, 
no money, no identification--not even the keys to her own home. Wext 
time, she thought to herself, I'm going to take out some insurance. 
Vacations are getting more hazardous every year. 
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Souveneirs of Alderaan 
By Sheryl Adsit 


Copper Sands -- how we took you for granted. 
Though you lacked the ebon beauty of Midnight Cove 
or the exotie color of Emerald Shore, 
you were a fantliar friend. 


the happy days (and wiights) 
spent listening to the unceasing (or so we thought) 
waves, 
those same waves washing away the footprints we cavretessly 
left behind 
sunshine and picnics and good times 
gone now 
with everything else 


Copper Sands: all that remains 
blood red fused glass Lamp 
holds down papers 
for the : 
Third Assistant Regional Assessor of Interplanetary Commerce. 


Fern Dell ~- seeret green place of rest 7 
your tiny spring refreshed many a weary traveler with purtty 
. and gentle laughter, 
and the susurrus of the rustling leaves “did sooth the eave 
tn the multitude of green did the eyes rejoice 
and the damp earthy smell of the woodland. tickled the nose. 


in your dappled shade did once a Princess lay aside her robe 
of dignity to become a simple child of nature, - 
and the overarching ferns said naught of what they saw. 
hidden and cool and green 
gone now 


with everything else 
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Fern Dell: all that remains 
earbontzed curling fern fossil 
ts cherished by one whose furry features hide a tender heart 
a treasure hunter who holds more than he knows, 
or says he knows. 


Dirtside -- hey, tt wasn't all as bad as they said. 
Sure we had problems -- the first ctty, and the ‘spaceport, too, 
dead end streets, abandoned buildings, vacant lots 
(but a vacant lot is quite a playground with the 
right amount of imagination) 


We'd take that imagination to the spaceport in the afternoon 
_and wateh the ships come and go 

dreaming of Leaving the drab and dirty place to travel 
distant (different!) worlds 


broken pavement, broken windows, weeds and trash 


gone now 
wtth everything else 


Dirtetde: all that remains 
jagged, crumbly chunk of concrete. 
spins slowly and silently among the stars 
we never reached 


a 


Han Solo always enjoyed free-fall. He was dependent on the 
P-suit for his personal environment and the safety line he wore was ser 
cured to the hold of the Falcon, but there was a strange sense of freedom 
that defied description. 


It was more than the mere lack of gravity. He'd tried getting 
Chewbacca out to experience the feeling, but the Wookiee had adamantly 
refused to have anything to do with all but the most necessary null-g 
maneuvers. It wasn't fear; it was more like an incredibly strong in- 
stinctual aversién. Wot surprising in a tree-dwelling species, Han 
thought, having seen Chewie's home. The drop from some of those gtants 
‘ud make anyone respect heights. 


Maybe the kid 'ud understand... yeah, but first get him to lay 
off catlin' tt "the Force" or we'd be out here arguin' phtlosophy the 
whole ttme. 


The glint of starlight reflecting from the tractor net gener 
ator brought the Corellian's mind back to matters at hand, Why waste 


. 110, 





time with philosophy when there's money to be made? Thinking about the 
profit potential of his current operation gave Han a pleasurable feeling. 


It was also the reason for his freefall activity. In the usual 
salvage situation, the tractor net generator could be programmed to func- 
tion alone, to surround a given object with a paramagnetic forcefield 
and bring it back for investigation and the removal of valuables. A cer- 
tain amount of flexibility was required for those more unusual "salvage 
situations" Corellians seemed to find thehselves in, and there was often 
an element of resistance that had to be nullified before the valuables 
could be safely removed. 


This particular case, however, demanded more than mere flexibil- 
ity, considering the nature of the object, or rather, objects, being 
salvaged. Oh, there was nothing particularly hazardous about the rocks 
themselves; Han had prudently avoided those areas still intensely radio- 
active. It was the sheer number of pieces enclosed within the tractor 
net's preset radius‘of one kilometer, any one of which could disturb the 
directional gear of the generator, and several together could cause cy- 
bernetic collapse if the offending objects were not removed from the - 
path of the navigational sensors homed in on the Falcon's hold. 


So Han was suited up for freefall and a little target-practice 
with the hand blaster, when and if necessary. The chore could have been 
handled from inside using the ship's guns, but that wasted energy, and 
how much money can a guy make if he blows away what he wants to collect, 
huh? Thus far Han'd had little need to exercise his skill with the 
blaster, but there was no harm in being careful. Such caution had suc- 
ceeded in keeping his skin in one piece, and his ship around that skin, 
too many times to be put aside. 


The generator had completed the englobement of the debris and had 
begun the compression phase of the collection process. It would gradual- 
ly reduce the volume of space enclosed by the forcefield, bringing it 
closer to the homing point so the rocky contents could be more conven- 
jently loaded into the ship. It was during this phase that complications 
with the generator were most likely, although the previous two loads had 
gone without a hitch. 


a A muffled roar over the comset told Han that this time complica- 
tions were to be externally caused. According to the Wookiee, an uniden- 
tified ship had just come out of hyperspace at the extreme edge of sensor 
range. 


"Power down, Chewie," Solo replied. "Let's see how much like a 
another chunk of Alderaan we can look." With a certain amount of regret, 
he cut off the generator. Once gathered, the debris wouldn't drift much, 
although re-establishing the forcefield would be tricky after too long 
a delay. Nevertheless, they couldn't afford to have the distinctive en- 
ergy pattern identified if they could help it. With any luck the ship 
would pass through the system without even coming close enough to notice. 


Their luck was out. Han was returning hand over hand along the 
safety line when Chewie reported the course of the unknown Ship. It 
would intersect the old orbit of Alderaan close totheir own position. 
Another grumble over the comset informed him that the ship was slowing 
somewhat as it approached... 


It could be another "prospector" with the same idea. Since 
he'd filed his "salvage claim" (under an assumed name and registration, 
of course), he'd wondered how long it would take until someone else 
came up with the same plan. While the paperwork was being processed, 
he had checked with a few of his contacts; there was no Imperial activ- 
ity scheduled anywhere nearby. It was as though the Empire was ignoring 
the area completely. 


Under other circumstances that would have seemed suspicious, 
in the least. But since the ambitious Tarkin had died along with his 
Death Star, no one had stepped forward to take his place as Governor. 


This was as good a time as any to check the validity of his in- 
formation, Han decided. He reached the hold hatch and came aboard. He 
automatically checked the previously loaded material, making sure it 

wouldn't shift suddenly during evasive maneuvers. He dogged the hatch 
and let air into the hold. The generator could be retrieved later; it 
was an expensive claim marker, though, and the Corellian hoped it would- 
n't be necessary to abandon it. 


When the air pressures were equalized, Han cracked the inner 
hatch and headed for the cockpit, removing his helmet as he went. 
"What's happening, Chewie," he called ahead. "You got an ID on that 
ship yet?" 


Chewbacca grumbled negatively when he entered the control area. 
A full-grown Wookiee and a man in a P-suit made for cramped quarters 
anytime, and their present situation did not improve the co-pilot's 
temper. 


"You there, in that pile of rocks," a gruff voice boomed from 
the speaker. Chewie reached up and turned down the volume as it con- 
tinued, "I don't suppose you'd care to help a foolish old man who seems 
to have gotten himself in a bit of a fix." 


Han checked the instruments. If they were in communications 
range, the other craft ought to be identifiable by now. It was. Caux 
tiously picking its: way toward their ship was a small cruiser of the 
type most often used by Imperial officials as personal ships, or by Cus- 
toms officers for chasing smugglers. As Han knew too well. At least, 
this time the Falcon's activities were completely aboveboard, even 
though her name was not. Now to find out who or what they were up 
against. 


Han hit the send switch. "I don't suppose you'd care to 
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identify yourself first... sir," he said 
politely. trying to be as neutral as pos- 
sible until he knew which way the pro- 
verbial wind was blowing. 


"Eh?" came the reply. "Oh, 
that's right. I keep forgetting you 
don't know who I am. Usually I'm ex- 
pected and recognized immediately. Don't 
think I'm bragging, now, it's the pos- 
jtionmore than any particular achieve- 
ment, at least, so far. 


"I'm Sir Taber, head of the 
Imperial Courier Service for this area, 
although we're not on official business 
this time. I'm aboard His Imperial Ma- 
jesty's Ship Forthwith; since, as I said, 

‘we're traveling 

unofficially, we're 
using the nickname 
of Little Red's 
Wagon." There was 
an indulgent chuckle 
over the speaker. 


Human and 
Wookiee looked at 
each other. They'd 
found the organic counterpart of a cer- 
tain protocol droid of their acquaintance, 
and the pause in that torrent of talk was 
refreshing; it was not, however, very 
Jong. 


"Well, if you decide to help, 
you'll understand our little joke, I'm 
sure. As turnabout is considered fair 
play, I'm confident you won't mind iden- 
tifying yourself after all this, heh?" 


Han shrugged and turned to his 
co-pilot. "He's got us pinned down. Let's 
play it straight," with this he grinned, 
"as our current paperwork allows." Chew- 
bacca nodded, a playful look on his other- 
wise fierce expression. 


Assuming a mock humility, Han 
spoke into the comset. "This is Jack 


Tarr, sir, pilot of the Halcyon Rain." He quickly switched off the 
transmitter before the Wookiee'’s howls of amusement carried across to 
the cruiser. 


"Halcyon Reign, eh? I guess that tells me where your sympath- 
jes lie, now, doesn't it?" Han choked back his own laughter. He'd 
planned the FaZcon's pseudonym with that impression in mind, but it was 
funny to hear the bait taken. "You don't come across young people with 
that much sense these days, it seems. Well, that's neither here nor 
there, is it? What I'm trying to find out is whether you've filed an 
official flight plan to be here -- " 


"My paperwork's in order, if you'd care to inspect it," Han put 
in all the offended dignity he could imagine, “or you can check with the 
issuing office on Panjandrum if that's not sufficient. Sir." 


"Now, now, my dear boy, I didn't mean to impugn your word. I 
certainly can't afford to alienate the very person I am asking for as= 
sistance, now can I? No, what I meant to ascertain was whether you had 
the updated charts and references for this system. As I said before, 
I'm not on official business at this time. We came here on impulse,-as 
it were, and though I'm not at liberty to say where we were prior to 
this, you understand, I neglected to program the ship's nav'puter to 
compensate for the, hm, the absence of Alderaan, although that very ab- 
sence was what we came to observe, if you take my meaning. 


"And I'm sure you do, being here yourself. Anyway, the poor 
machine is on the verge of a breakdown, not recognizing where we are or 
anything. and in spite of our best efforts to explain the situation to 
it, it refuses to make a jump back into hyperspace until it gets the cor- 
rect references to match up with. 


"In short, my boy, we are, in effect, stranded here, unless you 
can come up with the requisite charts to correct my unfortunate program- 
ming error. Jack, I'm appealing to the noble instincts I believe to be 
in everyone, although I'm sure we can amply compensate you for any time 
lost from your present endeavor. "What do you say, my boy?" 


Han had doubled over in silent laughter at the "appeal to the 
noble instincts, no mean feat in a P-suit. He carefully straightened 
up and answered. "I'll do what I can, sir. If you'll come about to a 
relative position of 115 right. range of one k, I can be over in a few 
minutes. And be careful, sir; this debris makes maneuvering tough. If 
I may suggest coming in from a more superior declination -- " 


"You're the one at home here, Jack: I'11 take your advice. 
We'll be looking for you shortly. Taber out." 


"Jack" carefully neglected to inform Sir Taber that approaching 
their position from a "more superior declination" put His Imperial Maj- 


esty's Ship Forthwith within clear sights of the Millennium Falcon's 
topside gun. It was purely a precautionary move. "Jack Tarr" might 
trust a "foolish old man in a bit of a fix," but Han Solo was not sure 
of whatever other passengers Little Red's Wagon might be carrying. 
Taber had used the plural pronoun "we" quite frequently. 


Chewbacca was slowly returning power to the systems he had 
earlier shut down. The Falcon would be ready for fight or flight, if 
Or as necessary. 


As the Forthwith became visible among the other objects out- 
side the observation ports, Han got ready to leave. He gave his co- 
pilot a solid whack across the shoulder. "Let's just see how much our 
‘noble instincts' can be worth." 


Chewie roared a response and Han turned back to him in mock 
surprise. "A'course I got 'noble instincts', Chewie. I even got a 
medal ta prove it." The muttered reply was barely audible, but Han 
heard enough to say as he left the cockpit, "No, I ain't gonna wear it 
over there. Wha'd ya take me for, a fool?" The Wookiee's echoing 
answer to that comment was best left untranslated; it was a highly per- 
sonal observation. 


Han resealed his helmet as he entered the hold and began the 
atmosphere evacuation cycle. He clipped the longer of the two safety 
lines to his suit and then to the holder at the outer hatch. He also 
fastened the tractor net remote control to his belt. Business before 
pleasure, he thought as the hatch finally opened and he launched himself 
into freefall once more. 


The Forthwith was slightly above him to the right, in his 
present orientation; the generator was below left. He activated the 
device and was pleased to note only two or three of the small bright 
flashes that indicated where particles had drifted into the forcefield's 
renewed presence. Han instructed the generator to maintain position, 
then headed for the airlock of the Forthwith. 


The airlock door was open when the Corellian reached it. . 
Trusting fool, he thought, but then remembered Taber had appealed to 
someone with "noble instincts." Stepping into the 'lock, Han removed 
the safety line from his belt and snapped it to the fastener outside. 
There was plenty of slack; the old duffer had piloted to well within 
the one k range. 


The ‘lock functioned quickly and efficiently; it wouldn't do 
to keep a VIP waiting for something as trivial as air. The inner door 
opened and Han stepped through, coming face to face, or, more accurate- 
ly, face to helmet, with the man he presumed to be his host. .., 


"Lord Taber?" 


"Correct, my dear Jack. Here, allow me to help you out of that 
Suit. It's always easier with an extra set of hands, I've found." Put- 
ting his words into action action, Taber began removing the helmet, giv- 
ing Han a better look at the Chief of the Imperial Courier Service. He 
was a tall, spare man, a very senior official to judge by the slightly 
thinning white hair and the impeccable handlebar moustache which didn't 
quite hide all the lines that responsibility had etched into his face. 


He stowed the helmet in a nearby compartment as Han unfastened 
the various closures on the P-suit. The most difficult part, taking 
his arms out of the suit without dislocating a shoulder, Han found easy 
with Taber's help, and soon the suit was hanging under the helmet, re- 
charging power and air. 


"There we are, Jack. By the time you finish with the nav' puter, 
your suit will be up to max again." The old man led the way ‘forward to 
the cockpit. "Ahhh. It's good to be reminded that a civil servant is 
still basically a servant." 


"And should remain civil as well," Solo muttered to himself; the 
remark was overheard by his guide. 


"What did you say, Mr. Tarr?" he asked, pausing at the control 
area threshhold. Silhouetted against the instrument readout lights, he 
was a dark and ominous figure. 


"Mr. Tarr" was wishing he hadn't shot off his mouth, but could 
see no other way out of his situation than straight ahead. "I said they 
should also be reminded to remain civil." 


"Oh, my dear fellow. So you have sass to go with your sense. 
You have no idea how refreshing that is to me. I think the young people 
in my office see me as some sort of ogre; they're afraid to even sneeze 
in my presence. Can't understand why. Well, don't stand there gawking, 
Jack. Come take a look at the nav'puter and see what you can do." 


The navicomputer was the essence of simplicity in its sophisti- 
cation, designed for use by individuals with little or no ‘piloting exper- 
jence. It was was, however, susceptible to a number of complications 
when course changes were required for which insufficient information was 
available. Then it became necessary to make manual programming changes 
beyond the limited ability of most novices. 


Taber was no tyro, as Han learned when he checked the program 
override records. Some of the tricks he'd tried were ones that Solo had 
had to use with his own less complex nav'puter to compensate for the 
"unexpected" elements that frequently occurred in his line of work. 


Nevertheless, for all its sophistication, the computer was un- 
able to cope with the absence of a planet that all its references xx: 


of 


indicated should be present. The repeated contradiction between "real- 
ity" and "programming" had sent the machine into a state of withdrawal 
akin to catalepsy. 


"Before I can enter the corrected information I'11 need 
access to the logic circuits for a few minutes to, uh, rationalize a few 
connections," Han said. And just maybe find out where this baby's been. 


"By all means, Jack. Wait just a minute." Sir Taber 
turned to another instrument panel and punched a call button. Han 
heard a two-tone electronic whistle echo down the corridor. Seconds 
later a three-quarter meter tall droid appeared in the doorway and an- 
nounced its presence with a chortling buzz. 


"Jack, this is R2CD. We call him Charlie Dee, makes him 
one of the family, so to speak. He's invaluable for this sort of thing, 
you know. Has a certain way with the nav'puter. I always thought it 
might be because they were related. No one does much research on the 
psychology of mechanical intelligence anymore, but I'm sure there's a 
connection somewhere along the line. Well, let me get out of. Charlie's 
way here, and then you can get to the mechanis of this intelligence. 

Er, pardon the pun." Taber perched himself at the co-pilot's station 
as the little droid waddled into the control area. 


Han groaned inwardly on seeing the droid. First a crazy 
old man and now a droid. All I need next's a kid and a princess and 
I'll really have my hands full. Hell, I'm already aboard an Imperial 
ship! 


His thoughts were interrupted by a querying beep from the 
Artoo unit. From association with another such droid he could under=... 
stand what the unit wanted to know. 


"We need to separate the logic processors from the data 
inputs while we reprogram" he said. It sounded like he knew what he. 
was talking about. The droid paused a moment, then chittered something 
unintelligible to Han and proceeded to remove the nav'puter cover panels. 


Catching sight of the intricate maze of circuitry, Solo 
began to appreciate the droid's assistance. He could recognize the ma- 
major elements from their similarity to his own equipment, but several 
black boxes had completely unidentifiable functions that were no doubt 
classified. Even Charlie Dee was avoiding their area with his microman- 
jpulators. Well, so much for sneaking a peek at the earlier whereabouts 
of the Forthwith; the cyberlog had a codelock on it that would fry a few 
vital components if tampered with. 


"Quite a complex piece of instumentation, eh, Jack?" ob- 
served Taber. Han nodded. The old man went on. "It's certainly a far 
cry from the nav'puters I trained on. Those things were only a few 





generations up from compass an sextant, or so the young people in my 
office would have you believe." 


The twinkle in his eyes told Han that Taber was used to his 
role as the "old man" of the Courier Service. "Seriously, though, there 
are occasions when I long for a return to simpler times, before life, as 
well as machinary, became so complicated." The twinkle was gone, re- 
placed by a pensive expression. 


Pondering Taber's last remark, Han realized that the man must 
have begun his career under the Old Republic; he had risen through the 
ranks during the uncertain transition to Empire, keeping his head, lit- 
erally as well as figuratively, in a very turbulent political situation. 
He had not only survived, but succeeded. Han turned back to watch the 
droid work, preferring not to speculate on. the price of such success. 


A brief warble broke the uneasy silence and the SeeDee unit 
swiveled to face Solo. “Ready to give it a try?" he asked. The droid 
chirped affirmatively and moved over to give the pilot access to the 
Programming board. Entering the revised data on the Alderaan system, 
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Han waited for one of the telltales to flash, indicating rejection of 
the new information, but the lights remained off. 


"Okay, Charlie, get ready to reinstate the logic processors. 
I'm going to put in some of my own observations of the local drift to 
give them something to chew on." The nav'puter hummed contentedly under 
the ministrations of man and mechanical, and as both finished the ready 
light shone green. A hyperspace jump could now be computed from theit 
present location. 


"Well done, my dear boy, well done!" said Taber jovially. He 
was leaning forward in the co-pilot's chair, checking read-outs. "Mere 
words cannot tell you how pleased I am with your accomplishment. How 
can I ever thank you, Jack?" 


money, the Corellian thought, but refrained from saying 
it aloud. It wouldn't do to have the "noble Jack Tarr" image tarnished. 
It might be useful to resurrect someday, and it was amusing now. "I'm 
sure you'll think of something appropriate, sir," was all he said. 


"It's no problem, really," said Taber, "coming up with some 
sort of monetary compensation." Solo's ears pricked up. "The question 
of fund cites could be difficult, but I think we can work it out. You 
have rendered ‘emergency service to an Imperial vessel in need.' I be- 
lieve that comes under P2 operations funding, as opposed to P72 mission 
monies, especially since we are not officially on a mission at-this time. 
Hmm. Well, I hope I haven't bored you with ‘these petty bookkeeping de- 
tails. Young people aren't interested in that sort of thing, generally 
speaking -- " 


"Generally speaking, my uncle is generally speaking," came a 
young voice from the doorway. Charlie Dee whistled a greeting, no doubt 
affirming the statement. 


"Come in, my dear, and let our guest get a look at you. We've 
room for one more up here." 


The figure that emerged from the darkened corridor did much 
to explain the Forthwith's present nickname. Fiery curls framed a - 
freckle-dusted face and there was a mischievous sparkle in the emerald 
eyes. The child couldn't have been more than ten or twelve years old, 
yet there was a certain air of confidence, of being at ease with older 
people, that seemed a bit out of place in one so young. The bright 
green ship's overalls, however, betrayed that impression with worn spots 
and smudges where youthful explorations into the workings of the Forth- 
with had left their mark. 


"Don't tell me, let me guess," Han ventured. "You're Little 
Red." A grin was the only response. 


Sir Taber took over the introduction. "If you will allow me to 
take care of the formalities... Lady Aithne, may I present Jack Tarr, 
Captain of the Halcyon Reign." The redhead extended her hand to Solo, 
who bowed over it uncertainly. 


Just what I asked for -- a kid-princess! What next? -- No, 
don't ask!! 


The old man continued less formally. "Jack, Aithne is my grand- 
niece, and for rather obvious reasons we call her Little Red. As she 
is Captain pro ten, the Forthwith is now christened Little Red's Wagon; 
I am said vessel's pilot, chief cook, and bottle washer. Charlie Dee 
here takes care of all the other loose ends. Speaking of which. Char- 
lie, why don't you finish up with the panel cover and join us in the 
galley. I think Jack looks a little dry and could enjoy some Imperial 
hospitality. How about it, Jack?" 


"Sounds good to me, sir." said Han, whose previous experiences 
with "Imperial hospitality" had not been so pleasant. 


The galley was neat and efficient, offering a wide variety of 
refreshment in a very small area. Solo found himself seated at a min- 
iscule table, drinking what Taber called a Forellan punch and munching 
some sort of salty-sweet wafer that his host claimed came from an old 
family recipe. The punch was causing a mild buzz, and the Corellian 
had to caution himself against relaxing too much. He was still in 
"hostile territory", even though the total threat was an old man, a 
young girl, and a repair droid, all of whom were cheerfully getting 
"lubricated" with him. 


"If I may indulge my curiosity, Jack, just what are you doing 
here in the Alderaan system?" Taber asked conversationally. "When we 
first spotted you, it looked as though you had a tractor net hauling in 
pieces of the planet. That's what tipped us off to your location, by 
the way, though when you cut power we nearly lest you. Clever move, 
that, I must admit, but LittZe Red's Wagon has an extended sensor range, 
thanks to certain modifications I'm not at liberty to discuss, if you 
take my meaning -- " 


"Uncle, you're not letting Mr. Tarr answer your questions," 
the girl interruped, "and I'd like to hear about what he was doing." = 
The smile she turned on Solo made up in candle power for what it lacked 
in sophistication. 


"Your uncle was right the first time," Han conceded. I'm run- 
ning a salvage operation on the debris in this area. My third and final 
load is outside waiting to be brought in and stowed. If you'd come by 
an hour later I'd've been gone." 


"Then we are indeed fortunate that you were here when we needed 


you," said Taber. "I can't say that forcefully enough." 


Han tensed at the mention of "force". 4 trap? Why had 
the old man chosen that particular word, and emphasized that particular 
syllable? . What kind of response was he looking for? Damn these crazy 
old men! They'll get ya in trouble every time! 


Solo made a conscious effort to relax as he said, "Yes, for- 
tune has indeed smiled upon you," and smiled himself. Blast! Wow the 
old fosstl looks disappointed, almost sad, as though he believes all 
that stuff himself. Well, this is one time "Jack Tarr" ain't gonna be 
so noble. 


Aithne asked, “Are you mining the debris? I didn't think AF 
deraan was that rich in minerals, but you can't always trust what you 
learn in school these days." 
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The kid's got a head on her shoulders, Han thought. She might 

ss what's up even if I don't tell her. Might's well take the plunge. 
"Yo be perfectly honest," he said, fingers firmly crossed under the table, 
"I'm collecting the stuff for purely sentimental reasons." Yeah. So 
much money goin' ta waste makes me wanna cry. “The remains of Alderaan 
have a symbolic value to a number of people." and it don't matter if 
they're rebel or Imperial, they'll pay. “You might might say I'm just 
doin' a little service by transportin' the objects to a more accessible 
place." May not be the whole truth, sister, but it's nothin' but the 
truth. 


"Mr. Tarr," the girl was plainly hesitant, "would it be too =. 
much to ask for a piece of Alderaan from your collection as a keepsake?" 


"It's okay with me," Solo responded. "Got a P-suit?" Copper 
curls danced merrily as she nodded. "Then, with your uncle's permission, 
you can watch me bring in the last load and choose a keepsake for your- 
self." If I keep the kid happy, maybe the old man'1l cheer up 'n' start 
talkin' ‘bout those "P2 operating funds" again. 


Aithne stood up abruptly. "Sir, you seem to have forgotten 
that I am the captain of this ship and need not consult with my pilot in 
areas of command prerogative. Come, Seedee, let us prepare for extras .- 
vehicular activity." She swept out of the galley in mock indignation, 
the little droid burbling along behind her. 


"I'm afraid that Aithne's environment has not been conducive 
to simple words and moderate behavior, Taber said apologetically. "I am 
probably the chief offender in that area.Don't tell her I said so, but 
the child is brilliant, and that's not just a doting uncle speaking. 


"My sister was the truly bright one in the family, and her 
daughter carried on that tradition, meeting her match in one of the most 
promising young researchers in the Empire. As a team, they've produced 
several technological breakthroughs in the physical sciences anda ~~ 
daughter, Aithne. Due to her constant exposure to the intellectual elite 
and high ranking Imperial bureaucrats, and despite rumors to the contrary 
the groups are not always mutually exclusive," Taber added parenthetical- 
ly, "her speech patterns tend to be a bit pompous and her behavior pre- 
cocious, to say the least. I hope you aren't too put off by her." 


fi "No," Han said, “it's just that she reminds me of somebody else 
now." 


,laber brightened visibly. "Would that somebody else happen 
to be -- 


"I'm not at liberty to discuss it," Han said firmly. 


Taber laughed at hearing his own words used against himself. 
"Caught in my own trap, Jack, caught in my own trap. I think you'll be 


able to handle Red quite nicely. Now, if we may turn to matters more 
mundane, there is the question of payment for services rendered. I be- 
lieve you said you'd filed claim for this operation on Panjandrum?" : 
Han nodded. "Do you intend to return there within the next month or so?" 


"I was gonna put in there with my present cargo," Han replied. 


"I daresay you'll find a market in. that hive of paperpushers. 
I used to be one myself, Jack, and I can truthfully say the Empire could 
not conduct business without them. Nevertheless, I am glad I no longer 
have to put up with the officiousness and trivialities taht are apparent- 
ly the sole concern of some of those office-holders. Rank hath its priv- 
ileges, and cutting through red tape is one of then. 


"Anyway, I have a friend in the Commerce Assessor's office who 
will help you out. His name is Merser. 1'11 send him a copy of the 
voucher I give you and he'll see about converting it into something a 
bit more convenient -- say, around two thousand credits in cash. Is 
that agreeable to you?" 


"Two thousand credits? Agreeable?" Han spluttered. Wot bad 
for less than an hour's work, although if you computed in the hassle :' 
factor tnvolved -- 


"It's certainly worth that to the Empire, Jack, compared to 
the cost of sending out someone from the Imperial fleet. Let's take 
care of that voucher now, though, lest we keep a lady waiting, eh? 


I'll drink to that, thought the Corellian, downing the last 
of his punch before following the old man out of the galley. 


Along the way, however, they encountered the suited figure of 
the "Captain" and her attendant droid. “Why don't you go ahead and suit 
up, Jack," Taber suggested, “while I go forward and make those arrange- 
ments we spoke of." 


In spite of the handicap of already being suited herself, Lit- 
tle Red proved to be as able a suiting assistant as her uncle. She had 
obviously had freefall experience; the custom-sized suit had a used look. 
"Been out much?" Han asked, trying to make conversation. 


"I grew up in it," the girl answered. "Uncle Taber has no. . 
doubt told you something about my parents. Their research station is 
on an asteroid in the Ligna system. iy only escape from some of the Im- 
perial bores who insisted on visiting was ‘outside'. Some of the pro- 
jects my parents worked on were funded by the Empire, and the VIPs jus- 
tified their boondoggles to the resorts on Lignaine by stopping by and 
checking progress." — 
Fey She abruptly changed mental gears. ‘"Here, before I put the 
helmet on. Jet me check com frequencies." She did so with prctised ease, 


making a minor adjustment to her own transceiver. "Okay, we're set. 
Just duck down a bit. I'm not as tall as you yet. There we go." 
Her voice changed, distorted slightly by the comset,-as Han sealed 
his helmet. "Signal check, Mr. Tarr. Do you read?" 


"TI read you loud and clear, Red. Do you copy?" 
"I copy, Mr. Tarr." 


While they had been checking each other out, Sir Taber had 
approached. He handed the Corellian a magnetized plastic strip, the 
voucher for "services rendered." Han tucked it into a belt pouch, 
sealing it carefully. 


Aithne addressed her uncle formally. "Pilot Taber, you have 
the conn. Maintain position relative to the Halcyon Rain. I shall 
return: shortly." 


Taber humored her with an "Aye, aye, Skipper," and saw them 
to the airlock. He handed his grandniece the one k safety line from 
the locker and shut the 'lock hatch behind them, starting the count- 
down cycle. 


When the airlock's outer hatch opened, Solo hooked his own s 
safety line to his belt and made sure Aithne's line was secure in its 
place. As they headed for the Fateon, he noted how well the girl hand- 
led herself in freefall; she hadn't been exaggerating her expertise. 
Maybe she could understand the strangely calm excitement he felt out- 
side the ship. After they got the cargo in, he'd ask. Wo sense broad- 
casting something like that, ‘though I bet the old man'd understand. 

Oh well, back to business. 


The third load went without a hitch, and Red proved adept at 
helping stow the unusual cargo. She left her safety line attached out- 
side as Han dogged the hold hatch and allowed air to circulate again. 
The hold area was bitterly cold from the long exposure to space, so 
they left their P-suits on for warmth. 


"Look around a bit," Han said, switching on the hold illumin- 
ators, "and if you see anything you like, it's yours. I'm afraid I 
haven't had a chance to sort things out, and to be honest, I'm not ex- 
actly sure of how they should be sorted." 


"May I make a suggestion?" 
"TI was hoping you would." 


"Well, from a merchandising point of view, which is what I'm 
sure you're really interested in, your 'sentimental' story to the con- 
" 


trary -- Han tried to look disappointed at this remark, but failed 
miserably. 


The girl went on. “Some of these large chunks should be broken 
into smaller pieces; they'll sell better and yield more profit. Don't 
even throw away the chips; they can be made into jewelry -- rings and 
charm bracelets and such. Other pieces, like this one with the odd ... 
shape and the glaze on one side, should be left whole for aesthetic 
reasons. People will display them like statuary. I'm sure you've got 
the idea by now, Mr. Solo." 


At first her use of his real name didn't penetrate. When the 
realization finally hit him, he whirled around to face her, blaster 
drawn. "What did you just say?" 


"You were hearing me well enough when I was telling you how to 
make money, Mr. Han Solo, and I suggest you continue to listen as I ex- 
plain a few things, or you might do something in haste that we both ~ 
will regret. 


"First, you are not in any danger of being betrayed to the Em- 
pire. Neither my uncle, if he knows, nor myself have any desire to do 
so. You may have guessed something of my uncle's beliefs when we were 
in the galley. In spite of his position, he does not always agree with 
Imperial policy, and he is rather selective in enforcing it. The Cour- 
ier Service is charged with the transmission of information, and you 
might be surprised to find out some of the places that information has 
been transmitted. 


"As for myself, I see that I was born into a troubled time. 
What happened to Alderaan can happen again. The technology is merely 
waiting for another with sufficient ambition to use it. 


"This all sounds rather strange, coming from a person my age, 
I know. And I know you don't respond to such appeals. But now and 
again it helps to be able to say these things without fear of being over- 
heard." She paused for breath. 


She may be a kid now, thought Han, but she's sure a princess-— 
in-training. Whew! Longwindedness must run in the family. "That's all 
well and good, Your -~ uh, Red," oops! nearly called her Your Worship! 
"but just how did you know -- " 


"Who you are?" she finished the sentence for him. "It was 
quite simple, actually. The extended sensor range my uncle mentioned 
is a recent development of my parents' research. I was doing my own ob- 
servations with the system when we spotted you. Your ship, the Mi%Zen- 
nium Falcon, was identified by comparison with the latest information 
on wanted ships and individuals, as was your picture when you were work- 
ing with ChromeDome in the control room." 


"ChromeDome?" 
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"The SeeDee unit; it's close to what he calls himself, so I 
call him that when we're alone. Of course, with my uncle, it's Charlie 
Dee, but that's a human name, not a droid name. He has a limited abil- 
ity to transmit what he sees, and he sent your picture to me in my 
quarters, where I sent it through for identification. 


“Those wanted lists are something my uncle always drags his ~ 
feet on when they contain Alliance suspects. In your case, we managed 
to pull you out of this announcement, but we can't guarantee how long 
that will last. The one who put you on that list is not likely to for- 
get you. 


"Who's that?" Han asked, curious as to whom he was in trouble 
with now." 


"Darth Vader," Aithne spat out, as though the name left a vile 
taste on her tongue. "He identified your ship when it was taken captive 
aboard the Death Star, and you were identified from the ship's papers 
~- including the forged sets." She smiled a bit, a smile far too grim 
for one so young. "Consider yourself lucky you never met him face to 
face. 


"T take it you have." 


"He frequently visits my parents' research station. Once, 
before I was old enough to escape outside on my own, my mother was 
taking ne to my room. He was standing in the corridor. I was only 
five, but I remember him looking at me with those eyes that are not 
eyes, trying to see what cannot be seen. I think I puzzled him, because 
he turned to my mother and asked my name. When she told him, he looked 
at me again and said, 'Little Fire, for whom shall you burn?' I thought 
he meant my hair -- I was always being teased about it -- and got very 
angry and said, 'Whomever it is, it shall not be for you!' and ran down 
the hall to my room. I even slammed the door. 


"Later, my mother explained that my name, Aithne, can mean 
"little fire” and that Lord Vader was trying to be friendly. I did not 
want to be his friend, and after that I always managed to hide whenever 
he visited, although sometimes I could feel him thinking about me, and 
that was even more frightening. I don't expect you to understand it 
all, but I think you get the message." 


"I think so," said Han. If she so much as says the word ~ 
"force", he thought, I'2Z kill her with my bare hands. 


"Seeing your earlier reaction to my uncle's choice of words, 
I know what not to say to describe this situation. However, I can call 
it fortunate that we ran into you here, for I know you have connections 
with the Alliance. I have something here I would Tike you to pass on 
to the appropriate people." 


She fumbled with the flap on one of her suit pockets, pulling 
out a data tape and handing it to Solo. "It's the schematics for ex- 
tending the sensor range, along with a report on upcoming Imperial 
activities in my uncle's area." 


She smiled at the look of surprise on the Corellian's face. 
"No one has ever thought to stop Chrome Dome from raiding the files. 
It's odd, isn't it? No one ever thinks to check a droid's loyalty, and 
yet they suffer under the Imperial regime as much as we. Most people 
hardly even credit them with sentience. Droids do a lot of things that 
people won't do, dirty and boring jobs. I wouldn't be surprised to see 
a droid rebellion someday, would you?" 


"Not if ya keep talking that way!" Han glanced worriedly 
around, then turned back to Aithne. "First you'll have to get rid of 
the restraining bolt. That's the only thing keepin' some droids on the 
job." Han thought of some droids he had known -- intimately. 


"You're right, of course. But sometimes I get carried away. 
I think I'm going to do some research on the psychology of mechanical 
intelligence. Like my uncle said, it's a wide open field. 


"In the meantime, to compensate for having talked your ears 
off, let me adapt your sensors for extended range. It's not really 
that hard with the schematics to work from, and then you'll have an ad- 
vantage over everybody else, except, of course, Little Red's Wagon." 


"It's a deal." said Han, holstering his blaster. Entering the 
main compartment, he shouted to his co-pilot, "Clean up your act, Chew- 
je, we got company." The Wookiee's reply was a brief stunt, as if to 
say 'look who's talking/' 


Aithne put a couple of rocks she'd gathered on the 3-D game 
table and reoved her gloves. "I'll work in my suit, since I'll only be 
here a little while longer," she said. "But I'll help you get yours ~ 
Off. 


In about ten years you can help me off with more 'n a P-suit, 
thought Han. If you're still bearable by then. 


Han was removing his feet from the P-suit when Aithne startled 
him by shouting "Aha!" She pounced on his shoulder, pulling away a. 
long, rust-colored filament. 


"A Wookiee hair," she explained. "Final proof of your identity. 
The records all indicate that the notorious Han Solo is accompanied by 
a large and dangerous Wookiee." 


The roar that followed Aithne's last remark made even Han jump: 
Chewbacca was standing at the entrance to the cockpit, and had evidently 
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overheard the girl's last remark. To Han’s surprise, she barked back at 
the Wookiee! She continued to communicate in the Wookiee's own language, 
a little higher pitched, to besure, but communicating al] the same. 


She took the Wookiee over to the game table and handed him o 
one of the rocks. Chewbacca turned it over several times, then asked a 
question. She nodded gravely. He looked at it closely again, and then 
put it into the pouch hanging from his bandolier. He hesitantly touched 
peste ae muttering té himself, then went back to his station in the 
cockpit. 


Han broke the silence. "Wha'd ya say ta my ‘large and dan- 
gerous' Wookiee friend? He looked almost tame." 


"Chewbacca? Tame? Never. You know that. I told him about 
our family's visit to his home world last year. I guess you could say 
I have a gift for language, because I picked theirs right up, although 
it zs a bit rough on the throat. Anyway, he knows what I'm doing here, 
ang wy and. I gave him something from a part of Alderaan much like 

is home. 
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Aithne grinned wickedly. "You'd better be careful what you 
say about me, though; before he left, Chewbacca was mumbling something 
about adoption. My fur is the right color!" 


Han burst out laughing at the thought of this red-headed girl 
being adopted by a clan of Wookiees. The Wookiees wouldn't know what 
they were letting thenselves in for! 


Aitne studied the instrument panel briefly, then tore into the 
circuitry when the requisite tools were provided. She explained much 
of what she was doing as she went along, so the Corellian could effect 
repairs when necessary. It seemed rather simple, and promised to save 
energy as well. 


"Now all you have to do id refit the outside receptors as 
specified in the schematics and you'll have it made," she said, wiping 
her hands on a rag. “Eyes all around," she pantomimed and giggled. 


"Answer one question for me before you leave. If you're this 
good with gadgets, whyn't you fix your own nav'puter? I could've 
given you the coordinates over the com." 


"Because I wanted to meet the notorious Han Solo," the girl 
replied, pulling on her P-suit gloves and sealing them at the wrist. 
"Not to mention his 'large and dangerous Wookiee friend'." A growly 
good-bye sounded over the com and she answered it with a grunt of her 
own. 


"I wanted to be able to do my share for the Alliance," she 
added more seriously, "and last. but not least, I wanted a souveneir 
of Alderaan." She picked up the remaining rock from the game table 
and put it into a suit pocket. "Four answers for the price of one. 
Today is obviously your lucky day, bir. Solo." 


"Call me Han." 


"Okay -- Han. It's tough to get out of the habit of ‘respect 
for elders' when just about everyone you weet is elder, I mean older, 
than you’" ‘She turned as though to leave. "Would you mind running 
the "lock for me? It's your ship, and I'm not as familiar with it as 
with the Forthwith. I'd prefer spending the extra time in freefall. 
You know what I mean?" 


"I think so," Han said happily. 


"I thought you might. Would you mind ducking down just one 
more time?" 


Han obliged her. "The coordinates of my parents' research s 
station are on the tape," Aitne said softly. "Feel free to visit any- 
time we aren't being plagued with Imperial visitors -- except my uncle, 





of course. You can be Jack Tarr of the HaZeyon Rain and no-one will be 
the wiser. Now close your eyes." Han did so, and felt the lightest of 
brushes on his cheek. He opened his eyes and caught her wrist before she 
could escape. 


"Milady, the pleasure was mine," he said, planting a 
kiss squarely on her freckled forehead. -He then sealed her helmet, cut~ 
ting her off in mid-giggle. He escorted her to the door and dogged it be- 
hind her, then emptied the hold of air one more time. He opened the out- 
er door and heard her detach the safety line from its mooring. He went 
forward to the cockpit and watched the small form drift back to the cour- 
jer ship in no particular hurry. 


"She's somethin' else!" he said, and Chewbacca grumbled an as- 
sent. Somewhere, a young farmboy's in for a big surprise someday. Or 
just maybe a young Corellian, Han conceded. 


"Hey, Han," crackled a familiar voice over the speaker, "don't 
let Merser talk you out of more than one piece of Alderaan in exchange 
for his rather dubious favors." 


"Thanks, kid, I't] remember that," he answered. He turned to 
his partner. "Chewie, as soon as she's safe aboard ship, let's pull up 
stakes here and cut cut. We've done enough for one day.” 

‘The Wookiee's howl of approval.as he began’ to jay in hyperspace 
coordinates nearly deafened the Corellian. 
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"Sure, kid, take the helm. Hold her aught five and sixteen 
until your reading's seven sectors north; 

-- you're just above cloud cover, d'ya see, 

ceiling thirteen thousand -- then bring her up 

well clear of gravity, twenty-three by eight, 

and I'll give you the stats to make the jump. 

C'mon, Luke, you can do it -- Chewie? No, of course not. 
He'd really just as soon play’blaster-target 

as navigate, hung-over. Steady on. 

My circuits ain't standard, give yourself time, 

we got no armed escort this trip. 

There. Ya see? Sweetly as you please. 

Your catchin' on quick, kid. Now set your course 

by these coordinates -- she'll call you in good time 
to hit your re-entry point, dead-on.. Check twice, 

I said she had some strange quirks in ‘er wiring. 
Yeah, you're straight. You done good, Luke. 

Now I want you to go on back and check the mix 

on the fuel we're running; I'll hafta know 

how pure. it is, of course, and what 

the ratios are. Got it? Okay, 

see you back here in a little bit." 


~I don't know why I get such a kick 

out of Luke takin' her on out -- 

no, I do know why. It's that rapt look 

of fascinated pleasure on his face. I know that look. 
I remember -- and it's been a while -- 

when I first jumped a ship to hyperspace; 

just an old freighter, hardly had the guts, 

but she jumped as neat, obedient to my hand, 

as this old beat-up FaZcon -- or at least 

I felt she did. I remember 

that drunkenness:.of power beneath my hand, 

the keening of her engines and the wrenching 
disorientation of the hyperjump -- 

on top of the world, I was (manner of speakin), 
sailing above the clouds, free all at once 





from every grief, humiliation. and frustration 
that troubles a man's young age, no matter what 
his nation or position. Boy, I was hot stuff; 
I was a starhopper now, Corellian to boot, 
Ae baddest of the bad boys -~ for a while. 

en, ; 
we had to start to wonder ‘bout her fuel, 
where her next cargo was coming from, 
who would pay the bills. She had to sink, 
fall from that independent glory of deepspace 
down to the dirt, and planetfal]. She made port. 
I was impatient that it be so. 
Why couldn't we have flown forever, 
secure and unchallenged, on our own? 
Try again, Solo. 
Even my own golden bird, my beat-up baby, 
this battered hulk I love as little else, 
even the Falcon has to come down, 
You're full of your young freedom, Luke, flushed with your hero's name. 
But I'm here to tell you, kid; you have to land 
back in the dirt and dust, the dealing and double-dealing, 
the mundane uncertainties of daily life. 
Me an' this ship, Luke, we're no different; 
we've the galaxy to play with, slightly larger 
stompin’ grounds than you had on Tatooine, 
but when Uncle Owen calls, even the Falcon 
has to come in. Them's the facts, kid, 
I ain't just tryin' to upset you. 
It's really kind of an illusion, this brilliant soaring 
above all planetary ties. You've got to come down sometime, 
and that means 
you've got to deal with downport, make your peace 
with lots of people you'd rather not be knowing. 
This is no ship of dreams, no golden carrack 
flying full sail before a freshening breeze, 
but a businesswoman, after all, a freighter, 
a smuggler, what have you -~ a street lady, 
and no proud quean* of hyperspace. Were it not 
for business -- 
she wouldn't be 
deepspaced at all. And me? I'd like end up 
sellin' used Jandspeeders or something. 
Well. 
The kid, he'll figure it out soon enough. 
And meantime, 
my ship wiZZ be a ship of dreams to him, 
his gateway to worlds as yet. unimagined; 
not a bad rule for the old girl after all -- 
she'll always be a bit of that, for me. 
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Soon enough, too soon, really, 

the kid will come on down to earth again, 

along with all us ordinary mortals -- go on, Luke, 
fly high, fly as high as you want; 

I'll be here when the sun's heat melts your wings. 


*Quean: although fallen out of use now, the word means "queen," 

"woman," and "whore." I don't imagine Han trusts rich men's ships; 

not only ts he jealous, but his lady ts a working ship, an honest 

woman, and not some rich man's whore. ‘Therefore, "... proud queans." 
~Susan Matthews 
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(Note: According to George Lucas, the Adventures of Luke Skywalker are from 
the First Saga of the Whills. which leads us to...) 


A Wale of Two Lukes ~ 


, 


who are the Whills, and Why Are They Saying All These Glorious Things About 
Luke Skywalker? 
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uke Skywalker stood silently in the 
hilltop sunlight, watching mists vanish from the’ 
newly cleared streets of the rebel city by Alcenter 
Sound. Another galactic year had just turned; 
Osia’s summer had come. Os shone brightly over 
the mountains and a morning breeze joined the 
growing warmth of the star as it chased away the 
foggy blanket under which the rebels of Fireborn 
still slept. 


The Alliance had come to Osia only ten 
passing weeks before; the weather and the jungle 
still ruled the world’s long-abandoned ruins. 


A wisp of wind caught the golden hair of 
the Jedi Knight as he marked the coming of the 
dawn. He reached up to stay its wanderings, 
his movements easy with the grace which for so 
long had been a mark of those within that 
Ancient Order. His hand, a hand that held the 
forces of the Universe at its call, was youthful, 
but strong; his face was gentle; his expression, 
thoughtful. 


He was about to begin a journey that 
morning, a quest only a Knight could have 
fulfilled. Some might have deemed the goal a 
minor one wh. i compared with the terrible 
task facing the rebel Alliance, but the wisdom 
of a thousand generations lay with Luke 
Skywalker as the day broke, and he knew he 
must search us out. 


We had hidden for over thirty galactic 
years. A galaxy which had moved on to even 
greater horrors than those with which the 
Clones had decimated our numbers and des- 
troyed our world did not wonder if any of us 
had survived. We, wounded and with young to 
protect, did not seek companionship. Our fate 
had been of our own making; we fled to Osia - 
broken and deserted after the Wars - in despair. 
Those few who came to that forsaken world 
during the years to come heard only the echoes 
of our passing, the whisper of our laments 
through the leaves of the reborn trees. Only 
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ne 
| those with talents greater than a pirate’s 

l or renegade’s could have discovered our colony. 
‘ 





But we had learned from such as those that 
the Jedi, our ancient friends, were lost. 








Then came Luke Skywalker to Osia. He 
heard our footsteps; he saw us passing. He neither 
feared our songs, nor our name. He said the New 
Order must grow out of the Old; he said there was 
need of us in the halls of the great and the homes 
of the commonfolk. In the able hand he held out, 
we saw a future for us who had dreamed only of 
the past; on his noble face we saw understanding 
such as we had not known since our elders said 
farewell to the last Knight before the coming of 
the Clones. 



















bearers of history in tale and song, the last of our 
kind. Once our numbers were great and we made 
the halls of many worlds our homes; when the 
Alliance came to Osia, we were nothing but 
memories and stories told to children, whilltales. 








Then the Jedi came back. 
One morning we looked up, 
beyond the trees, to see a young 
Knight standing golden in the 
sunlight, holding out his hand 
' and saying, Come, we have 
| need of you; come, with your 
t stories and history and songs; 
| come, teach our children as 
+ you taught our fathers. Come 
| with me; come home. 
1 
| And we went and we sang. 
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| We are the Whills, oldest of all beings, 
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By Maggie Nowakowska 
Illustrated by Pam Kowalski 


Osia, 6105 


Luke Skywalker flipped the measure-long tape disk from his 
hand. He caught it, then snapped the cartridge in the air two more_ 
times as he double-stepped up the stairs of the old, reconstructed 
apartment house. Luke was angry; it showed in the repeated crack! 
of the disk against his palm. 


The door to the residence he sought was open as always; 
there were few who would bother its ghostly occupant. A soft 
recording of flutel songs could be heard amidst the lush plants in 
the commonroom, but the sweet notes did not soothe Skywalker's 
temper. He brushed past the potted jungle, walked straight into 
the study and did not bother to say hello when he stopped, abruptly, 
by the comdesk where a slight, grey-robed humanoid sat. 


Luke shoved the tape disk into the desk's comstation and 
switched the screen on. A lengthy text, its sections set off by 
elaborate capitals and illustrations in the grandest manner of the 
old Republic, appeared. 


"Cergaelugos," Skywalker said testily, "what IS this?!" 


The Whill looked up from the sheet he had been working 
with. If he was concerned about Luke's mood, he gave no sign. 
Cergaelugos knew all about the young Jedi's occasional impatience; 
one had to expect such faults in those destined for Great Deeds. 

He glanced at the comscreen, then turned his dark, expressive eyes 
on his visitor. "I believe," he said, "that that is a copy of my 
Initial Contribution to the First Saga: the story of your Discovery 
of the Lost Colony, to be exact." 


"That's what. it is all right!" Skywalker accused. "What 
are you trying to do, embarrass me in front of the whole galaxy?!" 


The Whill frowned. He leaned forward and peered at the 
comscreen. He read the excerpt twice, then gave Skywalker a faintly 
puzzled look. "I see nothing here which might embarrass you, Luke. 
Perhaps you think the likeness of the illustration in the lower 
corner is not apt?" 


"Not apt!? I look like some muscle-freak Sith, I'm nowhere 
near that tall, and no Jedi holds a light saber that way!" 


Cergaelugos shrugged. He murmured something about artistic 
license. 


"Oh no," Skywalker countered. “I told you I didn't mind 
you cleaning the stories up a bit, but that did not mean getting 
ridiculous. Sweet Suns, Lugos! Han spilled a whole pitcher of 
kleven, he was laughing so hard!" 


"I couldn't care less what a Corellian thinks," the Whill 
sniffed. "They are not our concern; they have no sense of history 
or propriety." 


"Speaking of history, you're also getting your facts mixed 
up. If you're going to write about me, get things straight!" 


An elegant hand gestured at the comscreen. “What I have 
written will be read throughout the galaxy; it will live on, as 
all Whil] Sagas have, to enlighten future generations..." 


“TI was copping out on work, drinking some wine, and in 
a rotten mood the morning you snuck up on me!" 


Cergaelugos stared at Luke, an expression of irritation 
among the Whills. He continued. "...and if future generations 
are to glean a Proper Perspective from these Sagas, it is best they 
not know that a Celebrated Jedi was 'copping out on work, drinking 
some wine, and in a rotten mood' the morning he set about Reawakening 
the Hopes of the Oldest Race." 


Switching subjects, Skywalker pointed at a place near the 
end of the text. "What's this about 'a quest,' then? I wanted a 
vacation, that's all! You found me and led me all over Osia. 
"Reawakening the Hopes...' Lugos, I never said all those things. 
"Come, teach our children,’ and all that!" 


Cergaelugos leaned back in his chair and crossed his 
arms. "Sir Luke," he said formally, "your business is fighting, 
with the goal of defeating the false Knight Darth Vader. My 
business is maintaining the cultural flow of the Republic in all 
its forms. You have been about your business a very short time; 
Whills have charted history in story and song since before the Jedi 
were formed. Your and my styles of narration may differ, but I know 
what I am doing." 


Luke set his palms carefully on the desk and leaned forward. 
"Styles be damned, Lugos," he said at first, then enunciated slowly: 
"It-didn' t-happen-that-way." 


"Yes, it did. You just don't know how to interpret your 
memories." 


"Lugos," Skywalker warned, “if we have to go over your 
‘interpretation’ episode by episode, we will." 


"T shan't change one word." 


With a quick wave of his hand, Luke skimmed a stool to his 
side. He set his right foot firmly on the wooden seat, leaned 
forward, resting his right elbow on his knee,. and with his free hand 
adjusted the comscreen until the first paragraph of the shown text 


filled the unit face. 


"Shall we start at the beginning?" 


Osia, 6103 


Luke Skywalker sat back against the werewood tree 
that dominated his favorite private place high on a hillside 
above Fireborn to watch dawn break over the rebel city. He was 
not particularly happy that day, and as he opened a container 
of morning wine, he brooded over the New Year's Week just past. 
His celebrations had been totally ruined by emergency freighter 
repairs (maintenance always rerouted every coolant system 
problem to him), by Han Solo's tendency to get into fights 
with the more fanatic rebels (how a person could stay roaring 
drunk for ten straight days was beyond Luke's comprehension) , 
and by a small disagreement he had had with Leia (was it his 
fault some of the female rebels found their new hero attractive? 
Leia certainly had enought suitors herself! In fact, the next 
time he heard that Borcin Jana had referred to him again as 
“still just a farmboy from Tatooine..."). 


It had been his first galactic Holiday since leaving 
Tatooine and it had been less than spectacular. Dam! Skywalker 
thought for the nth time. 


Luke crumbled the empty wine container and opened 
another. He was about to take a healthy swallow when he froze. 
An alien presence had intruded upon his thoughts. Luke held 
his startled position a heartbeat longer, hesitating in his 
inexperience with Jedi techniques, reaching out to mentally 
capture a more substantial reading of the stranger...a moment 
too late. 


He was alone again. 


Ghosts. Luke didn't believe in them but...space 
legend had it that Osia was haunted, that the spirits of her 
people long dead roamed her ruins, demanding revenge for the 
destruction the Clones brought to the world. So strong was 
this belief among the spacebound peoples of the galaxy that 
Osia had remained devoid of sentient life since the Wars; 
even outlaws such as Han Solo avoided the planet but for 
dire emergency. And so, Osia was the perfect hideaway for 
the rebel Alliance after it abandoned Yavin 4. 


Ghosts. Luke had never experienced any hauntings, 
but other rebels in Fireborn complained of "watchers," of 
intrusions into their living spaces, of...well...ghosts, 








Luke scowled. Wonderful, he thought, I'm getting 
as batty as the old fighters. He took the swallow of wine 
he had postponed, then scowled in further annoyance at the 
container. It was, he considered, entirely possible that 
his "ghosts" existed solely in the wine; perhaps it was time 
to switch to cavene in the morning. Skywalker didn't like 
cavene, but the base was out of klevet, the Corellian hot 
drink Han had taught him to enjoy; Ryllan morning wine had 
been a pleasant substitute for perking him up. But if it 
led to his hearing ghosts, Luke supposed the wine would 
have to go. 


I am not a figment of anyone's besotted brain! 
came an indignant thought which cut distinctly through Luke's 
disgruntlement. 


"Threepio!" Skywalker shouted, scrambling to his 
feet. 


The protocol droid clicked into awareness and stepped 
out of the trees where it had waited for his master to decide 
what he was going to do that morning. "Yes, sir?” 


Luke pulled his light saber from his pack, hung 
it from his belt, then slipped the canvas sack onto his back. 
"Threepio," he said, his eyes scanning the trees beyond the 
meadow, "I want you to go down to comcentral and post me 
off-duty." 


"But, sir," the droid stuttered. C3P0 knew full well 
the roster of chores that awaited Skywalker's attention at the 
base. 


"Don't argue, go!" Luke trotted to the trees beyond 
the meadow, then turned to watch the droid lurch out of sight. 
Satisfied that his order would be obeyed, Luke started down the 
southwest side of the hill. 


The alien voice sang in his mind again. Follow me, 
it said challengingly from a spot deep within the trees to the 
east. If you can. 
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; homes, but come to Osia when still a babe. Child | could misguide him; when our skills blinded his — 
of both worlds that I am, I have been chosen to eyes, he reached out to perceive us and to follow 

| sing of another orphan. And so shall I sing, of ; the swirl of our communion with the force. Though} 

| Luke Skywalker, the Jedi. | he grew angry at our shyness, felt discouraged by | 


Ul 7 
| I. Cergaelugos, born on our home of all 0 determined was he to discover us. No stealth | 


the bleakness of the mountain top where years 
| Let me tell you of the journey that led the | before Clone, Republican and Jedi battled until . 


; Jedi to our hallowed woods. Long and far from _' the land lay in waste, and was humbled by the vast ! 
I the islands of the Dawn delta he travelled, through | green family of trees that, defiant and triumphant | 
the inner jungles of the northwest and up the slopes! in the end, spreads from the Reachers to the ocean- ! 
lof the Reacher Mountains. The trail was light, still | side beyond, he kept to his calling. When at last he | 
; he read its signs; our passing but a song on the ‘ slept midst our woods, bathed in our cool waters, ' 
; breeze, still he heard and followed. Past buried .j4 and knew the thoughtful stillness of morning forest | 
jcities and wind-wrecked farms, through debris light, his journey had ended. Our summer lofts 

1 decades decaying in a fertile clime, and into the were but a few pathturns away. His inner sight had 

t haunted ruins of Clone encampments he went, j Suided him safely. 





If you can. 


The taunt echoed in Luke's mind as he stumbled over 
his third tree root since entering the Reacher Foothills. He 
cursed loudly, wondering when his curiosity was going to get him 
killed. At the moment, he suspected the time was not very far 
away. Resettling his pack as he stood, Luke glared at the 
thinning jungle into which the trail led; about the only good 
thing he could think about the path was that it left the 
majority of the jungle mass behind. Luke would be glad to be 
rid of the trees and his growing suspicion that, rather than 
the benevolent beings the monstrous plants were reputed to be, 
trees were actually masterminds of mental torture who enjoyed 
inflicting acute claustrophobia on a poor, wandering desert boy. 


Nearly a week had passed since Luke had begun tracking 
his ghost. Nearly a dozen times a day since then, Skywalker had 
been ready to give up the search. Enough was enough, he would 
think. Let the Defense Coordinator handle the intruder; spies 
were Yevre's business, not Luke's! 


wD 


If you can. 
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But each time Luke started to turn back, that dare 
drifted through his mind. A real Knight would have caught up 
by now, the quarry would challenge next, and Luke could 
visualize a slight smile, a pale, youthful, bearded face framed 
by dark, curly hair, and fathomless eyes which begged him to 
follow as much as they teased. If Luke still hesitated, his 
quarry would come physically closer, nearly visible, its 
mental taunt strengthening. Then Luke would dart into the 





woods, certain he had a fix on the creature, only to be left 
empty-handed while his tormentor disappeared deeper yet into 
Osia's wilds. 


Luke kept up the search, but his temper deteriorated. 


On his eighth afternoon away from Fireborn, Skywalker 
crested the lowest pass of the Reacher Mountains. He was tired 
of the chase, bored with the dehydrated food in his pack, and 
distracted by a nosebleed acquired when running up the last 
incline. As Luke eyed the country his guide meant to lead him 
into, he became very crabby. 


Trees. And more trees. Beyond the mountains, from 
the range to the horizon and back again, spread the Greenwood 
Wilds, once a popular galactic vacation region. The desert 
boy from Tatooine stared at the endless green dunes and shook 
his head. Wo, definitely not, he told himself. Wo more trees. 
I'm going home. 
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Luke made an early camp by a mountain streamlet, then 
set about exploring the ruins that littered the pass. He had 
travelled by many deserted living areas during his trek there-- 
on Osia, one became used to such--but these were the remains of 
a Clone military placement. Such areas were rare; the Republican 
forces and the Jedi had been quite thorough in their dismantlings. 
From somewhere down the mountainside, Luke felt a familiar 
presence. He ignored it. 
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The sun was setting when Luke stood atop a weathered 
slag heap that had once been a weapon, and imagined the battle 
t' at must have taken plac* on the pass thirty years before. 
Was it Jedi or Republican who destroyed this post, he wondered; 
was it at the beginning of the final siege, or at the end, 
when the fury of the victors-to-be could barely be contained 

' against the beings who had slaughtered so many billions in the 
name of genetic perfection? In another time, a story-song 
might have come from this battle, but the beings who had 
written such pieces through the millennia of the Republic--the 
Whills of legend, song, history, and children's tales--had 
disappeared, exterminated by the Clones, as the battles began. 
The victories of the Wars, the last days of the Republic, the 
fall of the Jedi, and the coming of the Empire had all gone © 
unsung. And, Luke thought sadly, so will the days of the 
Alliance; the simple ballads some had written could never hope 
to compete with the grandeur of Whillish Sagas. 


With a sigh, Skywalker walked back to his camp. 





Luke's body still kept a desert-trained time schedule 





and he woke early. Os was minutes away from rising, but when 
Luke shook the sleep from his mind, the pre-dawn light was bright 
erough to expose the theft of his pack and its disappearance into 
the eastern forest in the hands of a grey, ghostly, curly-haired 
figure. 


Luke's temper blasted into orbit. His food and supplies 
were in that pack! Exercising a few loud, recently-learned ex- 
pletives, Skywalker bundled his sleeper, tightened his boots, 
and slipped down a moraine into the Greenwood Wilds after the 
light-fingered spy. 


Nothing, Luke promised himself, would stop him now. 
He would find that sneaky grey jawa if it took a whole moon. 
cycle. And then he would throttle it gleefully. 


Twice during that day, Skywalker navigated to within 
sight of his companion. His sharpened tracking abilities seemed 
to startle the spy, who stepped up his pace considerably. The two 
were deep within the forest when night fell. 


His companion's presence diminished when Luke made a 
spare camp beneath some overhanging rocks in a deep valley, but 
the Jedi could still sense the aura dimly. By now, Skywalker 
knew enough not to worry about being left alone; whoever his 
guide was, it wanted Luke there as badly as Luke wanted to 
catch it. A vague puzzlement over Luke's choice of bedding 
place came to mind; weren't there perfectly usable vacation 
homes still secure in the high tree branches? Luke did not deem 
the comment worthy of comment and curled up in his make-shift 
cave, pretending it was his home on Tatooine: warm, dry, and 
charitably underground. 


Luke peered from under his rocks at the still-black 
forest the next morning and shivered. The air was chill and 
damp. Skywalker rose reluctantly, his thoughts turning to 
Tatooine again. Nothing, he decided, could beat the crisp 
cleanness of desert air, day or night. When stuck ina 
miserable den of trees like this, Luke almost felt homesick. 
Almost. 


After a meager breakfast of some stale bread wafers 
he had had in his wrap'round pocket, Luke saw to his toilet. 
The trek, and falls, through the jungle had left his jacket and 
jeans smeared with stains; the rich humus of the forest had added 
new Tayers of dirt. An attempt to bathe was only mildly success- 
ful; the creekwater nearby was glacier cold. Luke brushed his 
clothes out as best he could, finger-combed most of the twigs 
and needles from his hair, and wished he had his depilatory 
with him. He ran a hand across his stubbly chin, then stretched 
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once more in an effort to ease his tree-root tortured, aching 
back. 


Morning mists are but dreams that arise... 


Luke spun and stared down the valley. The voices 
continued, their song of dawns-on a dozen worlds sounding 
lightly through the forest, seeming to brighten it as much as 
did the first rays of sunlight. Skywalker thought of his spy 
and hastily finished dressing, but the worry that caused him 
to fasten his light saber outside his jacket could not stand 
long against the sweetness of the distant melody. As much in 
curious wonder as wariness, Luke hurried down the valley. 


. _Ten, twenty...Luke counted thirty beings in the 
meadow below the waterfall. He stood on a high rock, staring 
at the pastoral scene, and, to keep his imagination within 
reasonable bounds, recounted. After all, he told himself, 
they simply couldn't be...seven, eight, nine...it was im- 
Ppossible...twelve, thirteen...no one would believe him if he 
said they were... 


Whilis. Luke reached twenty-two and knew his doubts 
were worthless. He had read too many illustrated whilltales in 
his life not to recognize the slight, grey-robed figures with 
their pale skins and serious mien. And the music. ..Skywatlker, 
how could you have missed the...Luke stopped, his wonder in- 
terrupted by more practical matters. He leaned forward to 
give the two Whills walking toward the falls a better look. 

The tall, hooded one he dismissed immediately, but the shorter 
of the two had a familiar nait, deep-set eyes, and dark, 
curly hair... 


"Hey, you!" Luke shouted, skidding down the rock side 
in his rush. "Hey, hold it right there! I want to talk to 
you, buddy!" 


The two Whills looked up at Luke, looked: at each other, 
then hurried back to the nain group of Whills. Skywalker was 
close behind them. The three came up to a number of Elders 
and stopped short, Luke as well as his quarry; Skywalker knew 
authority when he saw it. 


"What is going on Here?" a female demanded to know. 
"Yes," said another, "and Who--What--is This?" 


"My name," Luke began slowly, somewhat taken aback, 
eiSteveres 


"What is he doing Here?" interrupted another voice. 
"Who brought him?" "He's a Renegade from the City, I'11 wager!" 
said others. 
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"Hey! I'm not a renegade! I know I look like some 
kind of Raider, but my name is Luke Sky--" 
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“Who was in the City last?" the first female demanded 
from an old male who was staring pensively at Luke. 
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"walker and I'm from Fireborn. We're the rebel 
Alliance--you've heard of us? Against the Empire? And--" 
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"Al1 right, Cergaelugos, What zs this about?" The 
old male waved vaguely at Skywalker who threw up his hands in 
exasperation. Luke turned away from the oldster and found him- 
self face to face with the hooded Whill who smiled apologetically, 
then nodded over Luke's shoulder at the dark-haired Whill who was 
considering his answer. Luke turned back to him as he started 
to speak. 
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"Stevilber and I visited the City," Cergaelugos began. 


"T'd like to talk to you about that," Skywalker inter- 
jected. "What was the big idea--" 
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"Cergaelugos, you were Sent to Frighten the City Folk, 
not Bring them Here!" 
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"T didn't ‘bring! him, Elder, he Followed; He is a--" 
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"--of leading me all over--" 
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"Jedi." 
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"_-Qsia and taking my pack, and..." Luke's voice trailed 
off. Suddenly, he was the only one talking. "Uh, what's wrong?” 
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There were a few murmurs from the other Whills. Anda 
few snickers. Luke frowned, but within the shadows of his hood s 
the tall Whill winked and smiled. Ignore them, he mouthed at 
Luke. Skywalker took a deep breath. "Will someone please tell--" 
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“Can you be Truly Sure, Cergaelugos?" commented the 
Elder. He tugged at his beard thoughtfully as he eyed Luke. "I 
knew many Jedi quite Well and He doesn't Look at all like..." 

"He's wearing a Saber, Traevohovad," said the Hood. 


"And Half the Forest to go with It," a voice called out. 





"Stevilber, you're letting Lugos' Imagination sub- 
vert you! If that's a Jeti, then--" 


"If anyone's imagination is getting the best of him," 
Luke exploded, "it's mine! I had thought Whills were known to 
be polite!" ‘ 


The first glimmer of a smile crossed Cergaelugos' 
face. 


"t4nd the Jedi shall chastise them for their Whillish 
ways'," Stevilber quoted, a soft chuckle belying his solemnity. 


"Elder Traevohovad and Our People," Cergaelugos said 
formally, stepping before Luke, gesturing toward him grandly, 
“for Nine days he tracked me Without Falter! No One but a 
Jedi can follow Whills so Determinedly. (And each of you knows 
of my able unobtrusiveness.) And when the week was finished, 
when no Wiles I might engage, no Trick of Thought I might 
impose could dissuade him..." 


"Hold it," Luke started to say. "The way it really 
happened..." 


Stevilber poked Luke. "Let Lugos Handle this," he 
said softly. "'dJedt act--Whills declaim'." 


",..when his Determination to find us and Lead Us 
Back to our Rightful Life among the Stars--" (a number of the 
younger Whills cheered their approval of that idea) "--was 
fulfilled, he came with the Dawn and called us by Name!" (The 
lest point seemed to impress the older Whills.) Satisfied with 
the reaction to his recitation, Cergaelugos turned back to Luke. 
His robes swirled dramatically as Cergaelugos held out his hand. 
"This is Luke Skywalker and I have heard it said he studied 
with Obi-wan Kenobi--" (many gasps from the oldsters) "--and 
I, for one, would take his Hand and Sing of the Jedi of the 
New Age!" 


"Yow it's Your turn," Stevilber whispered as another 
cheer arose. 


"Ah," Luke panicked for a moment, then shrugged and 
smiled broadly. "I'd rather," he said, "you just came and sang 
of the Alliance." 


The song honoring their Jedi guest entered its twelfth 
verse and the Whills kept on singing. Stevilber stood to 
Skywalker's left; Cergaelugos to his right; Traevohovad behind 


all three. If Luke had not been so hungry, he would have en- 
joyed the celebrations more. 


"That was an Excellent Answer," Cergaelugos commented 
_ softly. "I couldn't've Written it better Myself." 
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"Simple, but Adequate," Stevilber murmured in agreement. 


"Simp--?" Luke sighed. There were aspects of thie 
Whill character he was not too sure of, but he supposed if 
people could have put up with their high-handedness for millennia 
before, he could handle it now. Still... 


"You realize," Luke said quietly to Cergaelugos, "I 
still have a few'words to say to you about this rat-and-Raider 
game you played with me." 


The dark-haired Whill fingered his beard and glanced 
warningly at Traevohovad. "What matters the Medium," he 
whispered, "so long as the Message is Clear?" 
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"It was a pretty irresponsible use of the force if 
you ask me," Luke challenged. 
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"'Grave is the Jedi and carefree the whill'," Stevilber 
quoted again. "'Who can sqy Which knows Best?! 


Both Luke and Cergaelugos gave Stevilber long looks. 
The tall Whill shrugged. "Well, it sounded Good. I'l] be 
Waiting, Cergaelugos, for You to do Better.” 


Cergaelugos nearly smiled a second time. "I Will, 
Stevi, I Will." 














T 
| & was eee over the western Sound when 
1 our envoy crossed the first bridges onto the Dawn 


, tongue when some murmered their disappointment, 
[and he bade us look to the skies, not to the past. 
, As if an omen, then, ships broke free of some 








| Islands that divided the once-towered city of I Sou hangars and swallowed over Alcenter 
Fireborn. But there were no tall buildings to Sound, their hulls gleaming silver in the last 
| flash red and gold in the starset that day; only iss of light. Our young who had never flown 


an occasional flare of white, or the sparkle of burst into the songs their elders had taught them, 
| some clear dome marked the inhabitation of i of many worlds and the stars that lay_ 

the rebel forces in what once had been Osia’s between them and of the beings who tamed and 
beating heart. Our coming had not been marked | jrode the curvatures of space. Soon, each of us 
; and better that it had not been in that first sang and once again as the Whills of old, we 
| moment, so heavy were our memories of what came to the city of Fireborn, in full voice, with 
had once been. But sharp was Luke Skywalker’s faces radiant. 


















"Well, there it is," Luke announced as the Whills-- 
a chorus of fifty sent as envoy--gathered behind him on the 
hilltop overlooking Fireborn. 


WIZ) SD °) 
SAS 


fe 


"Is that All?" a disappointed voice asked. 
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"Certainly isn't Pretentious, is it?" another offered 
as the other Whills murmured restlessly. 
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Luke sighed with a patience newly born since his in- 
troduction to the Whills. “It isn’t much yet, but it's home. 
Now, those domes there are for meetings and offices; the 
islands and Tower hills are homestreets; the hangars are to 
the--" 
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"Domes!" someone called out. "How can you have a 
Great Hall for Singing in a dome?!" 


"And such Small Ones at that!" 


"Bother," muttered Cergaelugos when Luke shot an 
angry glance at-him as if to blame his companion for the remarks. 


"And where do the Commanders and the Royal Alderaani 
Entourage Reside?" Traevohovad asked. He tugged at his beard, 
adding, "I am to Assume We'll Stay with Them, am I not?" 


Shit, Skywalker thought, there goes the reconciliation 
with Leia! "“Elder," he answered, controlling his urge to be 
sarcastic somewhat, “believe me, the Princess’ quarters are 
beyond my control. I really don't know where--" 


"Where are the Baths?" 





"The what?!" Luke snapped. 


"Baths," the female continued. "I always Enjoyed 
Fireborn's baths. I was Looking Forward to them; I do Hope you 
rebels have Restored them. They were Quite Civilised and one 
met all the Visiting Dignitaries there. I can't Imagine Fireborn 
wi thout--" = 


"Baths!" Luke repeated angrily, sorry he asked. "There 
aren't any baths! This is a fighting city, not...not..." 


"Not an Urtian Salon," Cergaelugos prompted. 
"Not an Urtian salon!" ("Thank you.") 


"Of course." 

“Wha-? Oh forget it." Luke addressed the chorus. ree 
"Look, I thought you understood what we're trying to do here, 
we're--" 
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"I do Believe We will have to Attach ourselves to the 
Royal Entourage," Traevohovad went on, thoughtfully. "This is 
far more Primitive than I had been led to believe." 
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"=-setting up a new center of government. Use your 
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"Some Center of Galactic Government!" a male laughed. 
"That's the Truth," came from the back. 


"Dammit!" Luke exclaimed, “I didn't say this was Om! 
You want Great Halls? You're going to have to build them with 
u-! I never, in all my life, ever heard such--" 


"LOOK!" 


Skywalker glared at the female who had interrupted 
him, but her attention was given wholely to the sky. There were 
gasps among the younger Whills, and sighs from the elders; a few 
pointed at Os. 


Luke turned. Above Alcenter Sound, five x-wings swooped, 
their rebuilt hulls glinting irregularly, redly, in the setting 
sunlight. "Must be sixteen hours," he commented absently to Whe sa 
Cergaelugos. "Wedge is flying night patrol with Myek Bocel this 
cycle and Wedge is always on time. You'll meet him; he's training 
with the Jedi now." 


Cergaelugos nodded, deep in his own thoughts. When the 
x-wings swallowed low over the city and up past the hillside, he 








turned to his people, smiled slightly at Luke and nudged 
Stevilber, then called out boldly, "There! There is a Future 
more Important than your baths, Crainferol!" 


"A song!" cried Stevilber on cue.. "A song by those 
among Us who have Known the Stars and for those of Us who Wil] 
Know them Soon! Music!" 

The promise of flight caught each Whill; the elders 
broke into verse and the young among them joined the chorus. 
Luke shook his head. "“Lugos, do they always have to--" 

"To. the Hangars!" Stevilber called out happily. 

"To the Hangars!" the Whills chorused. 


"Oh, all right," Luke laughed, his mood brightening. 
"We'll stop there fir--" 


Traevohovad placed a hand on Luke's shoulder. "No," 
he corrected. "To the Commanders and the Royal Housing first." 





| We was in the eyes of all we passed. 


4 eyes of all we pas: | Luke Skywalker named us then, and for 

+ Commonfolk most were, and mostly young, yet. | the Alliance, welcomed us. For the future of all, 
they knew of the Whills and our presence was x those gone ~ 

1 whispered of swiftly along the pathways and t unto a thousand 


swept-out streets. Even the chieftans, the sage he Alliance bid 


1 and worried leaders of this band that would bring 
low a mighty Empire, had been but children when 
: We fell to the Clones. Still, when the young Jedi | 
brought them forward - Bestinian Dodonna of | 
the grim visage, stern and just Willard from Mayon, i 
‘stout Yevre do-Saleron who was spacer born and 
| bred - their reaction was profound, 
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The chorus of Whills was in full voice when it entered 
Fireborn and proceeded through homestreets and by barracks on its 
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to face with a thundering Whillish crescendo of sound could 


The first stars had appeared in the evening sky when the 
Whills reached the plaza that fronted the command domes. They 
filed into a semi-circle about Luke, and as the last grey figure 
stepped into place, fifty voices swelled in a glorious climax. 
A breath of silence followed the final note, then two hundred 
rebel. voices raised a rousing cheer of approval. The Whills 
accepted their due with small flourishes of acknowledgment, 


When the noise level had lowered some, Luke began his 
walk down the center pathway to the dome doors where stood 
Generals Dodonna and Willard, and Defense Coordinator Yevre. 
Leia Organa's appearance from the direction of her apartments, 
and her rush to join her fellow commanders, almost distracted 
Luke from the light steps he heard behind him. 


Luke stopped Cergaelugos while still out of earshot 
of the doors. "No," he told the protesting Whill a second time, 
"you stay here. And no eavesdropping with the force! T have a 
little explaining to do and then we'll get on with the welcome.” 


Cergaelugos was not pleased with the decision, but 
remained behind, 


Luke continued his walk, but watched Leia's expression 
Closely. He hoped she had been worried about him, and barring that, 


[ae 


wanted to know that his discovery of the Whills impressed her. 
He stopped about a meter from the Commanders and noted that the 
Alderaani princess was indeed amazed. 
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"Skywalker." 

Luke rocked back slightly on his heels, quite 
satisfied with himself. Wot bad, eh, Leta, he thought. 
For 'just a farmer from Tatooine,' that ts. Let's see Borcin 
and your other so-sophisticated suitors-- 
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"Skywalker." Jan Dodonna's Voice always sounded 
cool, but Luke detected a definite drop into the subzero range 
this evening. The general stood with his arms loosely crossed, 
two fingers tapping lightly on a sleeve. He was not pleased. 
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Luke cleared his throat. "Princess Leia," he said 
loudly enough for all to hear, "General Dodonna, General 
Willard, Commander Yevre. May I present..." Luke turned and 
held out his hand to indicate the visitors, "...the Whills." 


Fifty grey cloaks swept the plaza as the Whills 
bowed. 


“They've come," Luke continued proudly, "to join 
the Alliance and to take their traditional place as story- 
tellers and historians for the galaxy!" 


"I was afraid he was going to say that," Willard 
muttered. 


Luke dropped his voice and gave the Maian a per- 
suasive smile. “Come on, Commander, they're not that bad." 


"They're damned busybodies and gossips. They'11 
only get in our way." 


"Hey, it'll just be like the Republic before the Wars." 


Leia spoke up in Luke's defense. "That's right. ‘My 
father once said the Whills were an integral part of the cul- 
tural life in the Republic. Besides, anything's better than 
those ditties the pilots make up in the canteen." 


The two young rebels smiled at each other in under- 
standing; both had been the subject of too many grandiose rebel 
ballads. 


Nik Willard gave Leia a stern look. "Your father, 
Princess, never worked with Whills. My predecessor at Port 
Mayon did. And his stories..." Willard squared his shoulders 





in disapproval. "They also interfered with politics. If you'll 
recall your history, Whillish distortion of an important battle 
helped bring about the fall of the Merchant League." 


"Ah, Nik," Commander Yevre pointed out, "that was 
seven hundred years ago. Granted, we'll have to watch them, 
DutGaeren : 


"Yevre, one of them will ship out, get asked a few. 
questions and the next thing you know he'll be singing all over 
Space about us!" 


"Nik, will you keep your voice down? They've got ears 
likestree 


"Commander, you have to understand, they mean well..." 


"Quiet, all of you." Dodonna frowned at his fellows, 
then settled his attention on Luke. "How many Whills are there, 
Skywalker?" 


"Uh, fifty here, sir. And about a thousand in the Wilds." 


"My Father!" Wiliard exclaimed. “Jan, I won't have 
Whills singing about this city, putting romantic notions into my 
troops’ heads! This is serious business we're about!" 


Dodonna nodded patiently. "Yes, Nik, I know. I also 
know that without romance this rebellion would have died long ago." 


"Look," Luke expiained, "I know they're a bit silly 
sometimes. And they get over-enthusiastic with their use of 
forceful powers. But I made them promise to behave themselves 
before I brought them here." 


"'Silly'!" Willard snorted. "They're downright 
irresponsible!" 


Luke's temper flared. “They wouldn't've lived as long 
as they have and with as many honors if they were so bad!" 


Yevre stepped in. "Nik, the boy has a point. Luke, 
you have to remember that in the Republic, the Jedi knew the 
Whilis best and watched out for their excesses." 


“Well, we have Jedi now, haven't we!?" 
"Indeed we have, Skywalker." General Dodonna clasped 


a hand to Luke's:shoulder, turning him to face the Whills. "And 
as of now, these Whills are your--the Jedi's--concern." 
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"Huh? Commander, I--" 


"Bow your head in recognition, Luke. And I know 
you will keep them in line. Any number of people here can 
tell you what trouble the Whills caused in the past. They 
also were a great biessing. I will expect you and your group 
to mitigate any problems that arise, and to see that none 
leave Osia." 


"But--" 


"Right now, I suggest we continue this welcoming 
ceremony. Nik, Yevre, Leia?" The others stepped beside Luke 
to bow slightly; Dodonna continued. "Afterward, see to their 
comforts. I assume they'll be staying with the Jedi on your 
islands; we certainly don't have room for them here." .The 
commanders and the Jedi began to walk to the Whills. "We'll 
hold a meeting ourselves to discuss this matter and let you 
know our concerns in the morning." 


Luke barely heard Leia's voice even in the silence 
of the plaza. "Commander," the princess whispered. "I 
can't meet now, I'm--busy. You know..." 

"Dinner can wait, Princess. Skywalker?, Skywalker!" 


Luke filed his curiosity about Leia's evening 
activities. "Yes, sir?" he answered, distracted. 


“You will welcome the Whills for the Alliance." 
# ii 

“Elders seem to Act the Same in every Race," 
Cergaelugos commented as he and Luke waited for the crowds 
to disperse after the ceremony. 

"Hm?" 

"Your Commanders. Their distrust was no different 
than Traevohovad's, or the others'. Curious. In all the 
songs, that never changes." 


"Lugos!" Luke looked at his companion with a 
horrified expression. "You were eavesdropping!" 


: "Of course. How else am I to write a Proper 
History?" 


"But you promised not to use your powers that way!" 


"I promised not to be Irresponsible. 
Responsibility to Know what happins to You. 
been Chosen to Write your Adventures." 


It is my 
After all, I have 


: Stevilber walked up in time to hear the last comment. 

He smiled. "Ah, Lugos, but who else would be foolish enough 

to take the job...that is, to try to catalogue a Jedi's whole 
Career as it happens?" Before Skywalker could decide who had 
been insulted more, Luke or Cergaelugos, the tall Whill continued. 


"Luke, Traevohovad's asking when we'll be shown to the proper 
quarters." 


"'The proper quarters'," Luke repeated. "Ah..." he 
glanced at Cergaelugos for a clue on how to handle the problem, 
but the Whill appeared innocent of any knowledge of Dodonna's 
comments regarding that subject. Silently, Skywalker contem- 
plated whillicide; to Stevilber, he said, "I think we'11 go 





see the Jedi first." 


So few in number were they! Six, with 
the Brokovian trainee and our guide; seven 
with the pilot mentioned earlier. And they 
stood, not in formal dress, but in workshifts 
and soiled hands, with no sign of their calling 
but the gentle swirl of power which 
surrounded them. 


To the elders, the name was one with 
which to call up memories of ancient glories, 
Throughout the millenia, Whills had sung of 
the adventures of the Jedi Knights. For the 
young, the name held the promise of a return 
to the ways of old, to the days when Whill 
and Jedi charted the movings of the universe. 


1 would be remiss to say we were not 
surprised. But when the elders hesitated, 
when some young noted the difference 
between their story-heroes and the beings 
before them, young Skywalker reminded 
al chat as the Whills had char ed, so had 
the Jedi, And we were stilled in our comments 


But the Jedi uf Osia were not the Jedi 
of old, and our elders paused in confusicn at 
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first. The splendor of the court Enclave of 
Alderaan was not here; the quiet elegance of 
Ves, the beautiful and scholarly atmosphere. 
of Brokaw was missing; the political ferment 
that so filled the lives of all on Urt was 

only suggested by the planning of the 
Alliance. Even the far-off Enclaves of Jes- 


sera and Temb had had more substance than the 


small band of new Jedi who met us on the 
banks of the Dawn River that evening of 
our coming. 


and humbled in our childish wishes for pomp 
by the reality of his insight. 


We offered our service then to the Jedi 
of Osia: to write of their days and keep the 
spirit of life alive in the known universe, to 
share with them our knowledge of the ways 
of all beings and to work for the continuance 
of the ways of the Republic. With a courtesy 
more grand because of its simplicity, Luke 
Skywalker accepted our offer for all. 





"Diytmit, seselirte: Comadon, ecomadae, faehofy!" 
Luke hurried across the footbridge to the island. He 

had hoped to approach unannounced, but though he could stop the 

Whills from exercising their knowledge of the force while in 





Fireborn (Cergaelugos excepted), he could not stop them from 
singing, especially when they perceived the power that radiated 
from wherever Jedi gathered. The music was enough to overcome 
his disappointment, however, and he happily thought that -the 
ancient ceremonial verse was the beginning of a link with the 
past the Whills could provide for the fledgling Jedi. ° 


The aroma of roasting meat met Luke's nose as he turned 
the last corner before the broad beach that lined the river by 
Emme Atani's cottage. So that's why no one was in town, Luke 


decided: ate dinner, probably after a lon of study. dust 
watt ti1l--0h no! : ila 


Dy VASAT AS 
AIDA PAY 
GSE 


AGS 


: Luke stopped abruptly and stared at the beings who 
were hastily cleaning up the littered beach. 


WAT 
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The Ryllan, Sarat Birske, was stacking a day's work 
worth of pottery next to a sandkiln. He spotted Luke, started 
to wipe the clay from his arms, then looked at the rest of his 
mud-spattered body and abandoned the impossible. Instead, he 
rested his palms on his narrow hipwrap and said solemnly, "Hello, 
Luke. We sort of guessed you had something to do with this." 


"Luke?!" Kalin Nilas spun around at Birske's greeting. 
“Emme! Emme!" he called, brushing the sand from his tanned chest. 
"They're here already!" 


Behind the two men who had joined Luke as Jedi not long 
after the Death Star Battle, a young Brokovian trainee splashed 
in the river water. Bevek'p'talo stood on one leg, the second 
bent so its foot and claws rested at the other knee, while she 
washed and fussed with her feathers. The rust-colored avoid 
chirped unhappily. 


At the fire, an Alderaani, Miso Letari, stood with a 
cooking utensil in one hand and a string of fat sausages in the 
other. He looked bewildered. "Whills?" he repeated. "WhilZs?!" 


Luke looked back to the Ryllan. “Having a picnic?" he 
asked lamely. Behind him, the Whills' song grew louder. 


"All afternoon," Birske replied as Emme Atani, her face 
a study in anger and disbelief, strode up to Luke. 


The Jedi illusionist finished belting an Alderaani 
outer-robe about her wet, clinging shift. Asking herself (loud 
enough for Luke to hear) why she had ever bothered to come out of 
exile, Emme stopped just past Skywalker. She stared at the curve 
the voices were about to come around, then yelled, "Miso! Get 
up here!" 
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Letari, dressed in shorts much like Nilas', hurried to 
the upper bank for his cloak. "Emme! Give it back!" he complained 
as he joined Atani and Skywalker. "I can't meet Whills half- 
naked!" : 


"At Teast you don't Took like a Deseratine in rut,” 
Birske observed. Bevek clacked her beak in annoyed agreement 
and stepped carefully across the sand to Kalin's side. The blond 
: son of Osian exiles merely shook his head. 


"Miso," Emme advised, "now is the time to start exer- 
cising all that Alderaani charm Borcin has been teaching you." 


"Where zs Jana?" Luke asked. "I know Wedge is working, 
but I'd hoped to have as many of us here as possible." 


Miso assumed a formal posture as the first Whills rounded 
the corner. He didn't look at Luke as he answered. "He's, uh, 


having dinner. Uptown." 


Remembering Leia's whisper to Dodonna, Skywalker 
frowned. "With whom, Miso?" he asked suspiciously, but the 
Whills had arrived. 





Tai "Oh, but they don't look at All as the Songs describe 
edi! 


"Not Heroic in the Least!" 


; "You try looking heroic after firing pots all day!" 
Birske said indignantly. ; 


"Not bad? Wot bad?" Emme repeated, furious at 
Traevohovad's description of the illusion she had created 
to welcome the Whills. "I'll have you know--" 


"Where are the Jedi we once knew?" Crianferol wailed. 
"Oh, they are Gone! Dead in the Wake of the Evil that has 
befallen--" 
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"Gentle Whills," Miso began in his best diplomatic 
style, "we have aZZ fallen upon hard times; perhaps--" 
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"Perhaps things will look better by daylight," 
Traevohovad offered. "Yes, we're tired. To our quarters 
then. Good night." 
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"Elder!" a voice from the back of the chorus pro- 
tested. "Day or night, Jedi or not, our Guide here would 
still be a Provincial from--" 
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"Now, wait a minute," Luke began. 
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"He'll still be one of the people whw offe. - 
Whills sanctuary when the Clones threatened!" A ligh ! A 
veice declared. Bevek skittered to Miso Letari's sic her 
free arms held akimbo at her downy emerald breastguaru, her 
wings half-open in.disapproval. 


"You tell‘'em, Bevek!" Nilas cheered as the avoid, 
startled by what she had just done and unaccustomed to mass- 
attention, chirped, assumed her one-legged stance and pre- 
tended she wasn't there. 


"Suddenly, everybody was talking at once. "Look, 
everyone," Luke started to say, but Nilas had begun a defense 
of Bevek to a few of the Whills and Emme was glaring at 
Traevohovad and Cergaelugos was arguing with two female Whills 
and Miso was trying to quiet Crianferol and--"HOLD IT!" 
Skywalker shouted. 





The beach stilled. 


"Traevohovad," the Jedi began. "Your people have a 
simple choice: either stav here with us and behave...or go back 
to the Wilds and don't come back til] the excitement's over. 

We can always let the Brokovians write our story." 5 


"Oh, no!" 
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"Never!" 


So 








"Then..." Luke prompted. 
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The Whills shuffled slightly. 


WSU) 








fe 





"After all," Skywalker pointed out, "perching in trees 


for thirty years might not do your image a whole lot of good 
should word get out..." 
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"We will stay," Traevohovad said quickly, "and work 
with you." 
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"I thought you might." 


Luke waited patiently until the latest Whill who had 
stopped to speak with Emme had left. The woman's speech changed 
dramatically whenever a Whill approached, becoming formal and 
amazingly non-committal. Skywalker commented on the difference 
as Emme poured herself some more wine. 





"You'd better learn how to do it," she advised. 
"They memorize everything you say, then rush home and record it 
al?. Never tell a Whil] aything you don't v int a million 
other people to know." 
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"You sound like Willard." 
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"Thanks." Emme looked about herself, "By the way, 
where are they staying?" 
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"Here." Luke grimaced at Emme's expression. '"Dodonna's 
orders. They're our responsibility from now on." 


Ay, 





"Luke," the older Jedi said in all seriousness, "some- 
day we'll aZZ get you for this.” 











| hear that those worlds of endless intrigue and 
; exotica had been coldly tamed by the Empire! 
| Even Orcans had risen to the call of the Alliance, 





| RRSEERS 


| nd there were Bestinians among the rebels, 


' 
: 
| their worlds had learned from their studies of law | am regretful to note though I am not one to t 
1 | 
| 
' 








, like the Maian, frank and grim from the truths ; and others more diverse yet...Wookiees, aid,I 
and medicine...Ryllans, freedom lovers from that! question the wisdom of a Jedi in his choice of 
| colorful world of endless light, its islands ever | companionship or a princess for her tolerance 
: 
at 


alive with grace...lonely Jesserans, too, long 


'| how ever disconcerting it might be to see,either 
exiled from their homes - how the elders sighed to | 


with such...[ speak, of course, of the Corellian... 





; Luke scanned the supplies crew unloading the newly- 
berthed Millennium Falcon. He spotted a group of workers by 
an. engine access and caught a flash of white shirt and red- 
striped jeans. "Hey! Hey, Han!" Luke shouted, then trotted 
across the hangar to where Solo stood. Cergaelugos, with 
Stevilber close behind, followed. 


",..and then, if you can believe it," Han was saying, 
"a bullbird the size of a--Hey! Hiya, kid! How you doing?" 
The Corellian slapped Skywalker on the back and grinned. "Kid, 
have I got...just wait till I show you what I brought back for 
you to give to Leia! Got it on Hoh and it's..." Solo winked 
at the crewers, then made a gesture of approval common among 
the pleasure goers on the mentioned planet. "Let's just say, 
you're gonna Zove it on her." 


A sudden intake of breath behind Luke indicated the 
two Whills' horror at Han's verbal familiarity with the princess. 
Uh-oh, Luke thought, there's gonna have to be some explaining 
dori2 about Solo. "I'll, uh, be anxious to see it, Han," he 
said, adding "sounds like you have a rough trip." 


"Yeah, Han," one of the crewers said. "Finish the 
story. If we don't get this stuff unloaded by 1200, Myek will 
have our heads." 


"Right. 'Scuse me, Luke. Like I was saying, that 
bullbird came at us like a Sith skydozer. If Chewie hadn't... 
Hey, have I ever told you guys about the Corellian who held 
off two squads of Sith outside Temb? During the seventh 
Incursion that was. He saved the whole Gdnvue Region from--" 


"One squad of Sith." 

Han frowned, but disregarded Cergaelugos' interruption. 
"Saved them from a land-base operation of skydozers, too," he 
continued. "That starhopper was one mean--" 


"And the Hero was a Jedi, not a Corellian pirate." 








Han looked at the Whill sideways; his eyes were bale- 
ful slits. "It was a Corellian," he said with a definite chill 
in his voice. "Z'm telling this story." 


argued Cergaelugos. 

Stevilber peered from his hood. "'The purpose of tales 
is to continue the flow of civilisation'," he said in a passable 
imitation of Traevohovad, "“'not to buoy self-images'." 


"But you're telling it Incorrectly, 


"All right, Luke," Solo growled. "Who are they?" 


Luke coughed slightly. Obviously, Han needed to have 
a few things explained to him, also. "Han, this is Cergaelugos 
and Stevilber. They're Whills." 


"They're what?" 


"Whills." Luke turned to his companions. "This is 
Han So--" 


"For Deber's sake, Luke!" Han exclaimed. “What are 
these rebels doing to your brain? There ain't no such things 
as Whills. Not anymore!" 


: "Our Elders had hoped the Same for the Corellians," 
Stevilber murmured. "I think I Understand Why, now." 


"We are indeed Whills," Cergaelugos declared, ignoring 
his friend. "We have Rejoined the Galactic Community to write 
o~ its new Heroes and to repair the damage our Exile has caused 
to the Old Tales. And may I point out that the story you were 
relating is, in fact, a Whilltale from the Incurston Epics. It 
mest Certainly was about a Jedi Knight, not a Corellian." 


: "Look," Han warned, “don't try to tell me how to spin 
a story! 


i "I'm not telling you How. I'm merely correcting. your 
Facts. 


"It was a Corellian, dammit!" 


"A Jedi." 


"Um, excuse me, Lugos," Stevilber said suddenly and a 
bit sheepishly, "I just remembered. It was a Corellian Jedi, 
odd as that may sound." 


Both Cergaelugos and Han glared at Stevilber. The 


Whill shrugged his shoulders, then resettled his hood about his 
face. "Well, it was," he insisted. 
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, of their beautiful world, but their vibrant hope 
| in the Alliance, their determination that their 


, world had not died in vain, overcame our sorrow- 
bered them all, but soon eyen the young such as | and we rejoiced in living with them. How could 
myself could call out greetings in the manner of : it be elsewise when they were led by so un- , 

| each we met. At first, we hesitated to smile with ‘ quenchable a spirit at as the Lady Leia Organa, 
the Alderaani, so acute was our grief at the loss last of a noble line of Viceroys? 





"I'm sorry, Luke! I simply cannot stand one more 
lament!" Leia Organa declared as she and Luke crossed a 
recently cleared-out street on their way to her apartments. 
"I am up to here with--oh no! This way, Luke!" Leia grabbed 
Skywalker's wrap'round and dragged him back from a cross-street 
down which she had spotted a small chorus of Whills. Cergaelugos, 
who had been following the two rebels, nearly collided with Luke 
as the Jedi abruptly changed directions. 


"Leia," Luke argued, "you can't avoid them forever!" 


Leia glanced meaningfully at Cergaelugos. "So I've 
noticed. Is he coming on our picnic this afternoon, too?" 


"Nol" 


"But, Luke, if I am to quickly acquire a Correct 
Perspective on your position here, I--" 


"I said, no!" Skywalker glared at the Whill who stared 
at the Jedi in mutual irritation a moment before turning his at- 
tention to Leia. 


“Traevohovad has told me that you Haven't Met with Him 
for a Few Days, your Highness," Cergaelugos said. "He believes 
you don't care for his .company, and I am Certain that is not True." 


"Traevohovad is a sweet old man," Leia said diplo- 
matically, “but I will not see him until he stops you people 
from singing laments every time they see me. It's depressing!" 


"They do it to all the Alderaani, Leia," Luke commented. 


"And they can stop that, too! How in the gods' names 
am I to promote a positive attitude among the exiles if your 
Whills keep wailing about what happened?!" 


"They Honor the Lost Beauty of Alderaan, Lady,” 
Cergaelugos began. "The sorrow of the Elders is de--" The trio 
rounded a corner then and came up on the building where Leia 





lived. Five Whills, including the female Crianferol, waited 
by the door. 


"Shit," said Leia. "That woman's been driving—my 
attendants blathering with her constant insisting that we 
redecorate the housing." : 


"Just don't bring up baths," Luke offered. 


"I'm afraid Crianferol does not think your quarters 
are Suitable to one of the Ancient Royal Family of Alderaan," 
the Whill explained. 


"I'm afraid I don't think much of Crianferol." Leia 
crossed her arms and stopped just far enough away from the 
group to discourage their attention. Whills, Leia-had learned, 
had very precise measurement of space and many rules regarding 
recognition of another's entry into a person's proximity. 
Accustomed to complicated protocol as she was, the princess 
quickly memorized every Whillish nuance and used her knowledge 
deftly. Now she remained just out of Crianferol's sphere of 
polite awareness, and stood talking to Luke, obviously enjoying 
her command of the situation. 


She had, however, not yet accepted Whillish rules 
regarding singing, of which there were very few. Frustrated 
in her attempt to talk to the Alderaani leader one more time, 
Crianferol led her chorus in the beginning of yet another 
Jament for Alderaan. 


Leia shrieked ar untranslatable Alderaani expletive. 
# # 


Later that afternoon... 
















many doubted the wisdom of so delicately-bred 
a woman with a man who had known the toil of 
his hands, those who were well-versed in the 
history of the ages did not wonder. For nobility 
lies in the heart and the two young beings who 
shared their thoughts on that hilltop over Fire- 
born where only weeks before the Jedi had 
begun his quest of discovery, were one in their 
feelings and their dedication to the future. To- 
gether they would guide the ways of the stars. 


Le did the Jedi and his Lady confer; 
many were the plans they made for the rebels 

of the city below. Their understanding was 
deep and their rapport complete. Leia Organa, 
born of a noble family and with a fire to match 
the challenge of her duty, was well-matched with 
Luke Skywalker; he, son of a Jedi and student 
of the master Kenobi himself, would be well- 
kept by the princess of lost Alderaan. Though 
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her hair. Sunlight rippled through the dark tresses in deep 
waves of golden brown as she combed with slow measured movements. 


"I wish you'd wear your hair loose more often," Luke 
commented from the shadow of the werewood tree. 


Leia began a long, thick braid. She gave Luke an 
amused look. "Aside from the impracticality of it, can you 
imagine what my people would say to the sight of their princess 
running around looking like some downport companion of Han's? 
This mop is totally unmanageable if I let it hang loose." 


Thinking of the present Han had bought for him to give 
to Leia on her upcoming natalday, Luke smiled. That unmanageable 
mop would look perfect with...Skywalker ran his eyes down the 
length of Leia's sunlit body one more time. "Speaking of 
stuffy Alderaani," he said lazily, "how was your dinner with 
Borcin Jana last week?" 


Stopping just short of tying off her braid, Leia gave 
Luke a challenging look. "That isn't a very tactful question 
just now, is it?" she said with just the hint of a smile. 


Luke shrugged. That Leia's temper hadn't flared 
instantly was an excellent sign that their differences of New 
Year's Week were put aside, if not forgotten. Not long ago, 
Luke might have supposed the afternoon's activities would have 
proved that point, but Luke was a bit more sophisticated than 
that now. "Well, Fireborn's a small place and I was just 
wondering if some of the gossip I had heard--" ; 


"I cannot wait until Fireborn is a much bigger place 
and nosy people don't know everything that goes on," Leia 
tossed her head in mock annoyance. When Luke did not answer, 
she grinned at him over her shoulder. "Actually, it was...how 
did you put it? Oh, yes...it was...'stuffy'. And boring. And 


what am I going to do about him, Luke? He follows me everywhere!" 


Laughing, Luke sat up and stretched, fully aware of 

Lei's close attention to his moves. He slid over to where she 

- sat and pulled her back on the grass with him. "I know just 
how it feels," he said as he began to undo Leia's braid. 
"Cergaelugos is impossible to get rid of--oh no you don't!" 
Luke grasped Leia's free hand and continued his work one- 
handed and unmolested. "He keeps insisting he has to--there, 
that's better." He spread the wavy hair about Leia's shoulders, 
cupping her breasts with several long locks. "He seems to 
think," Luke continued, his voice betraying his distraction, 
"that he has: to write down everything...and I mean everything... 
I. do....He follows me everywhere..." 


A long kiss interrupted the conversation. 


"So he's writing the life of Luke Skywalker," 
Leia teased. "And in every detail?" 


“Hm-hum. " 
"Luke?" 


"Hmm?" 





“Where is Cergaelugos now?" 


Osia, 6105 

Cergaelugos switched the comscreen off. "I don't believe," 
he said off-handedly, “that the Lady Organa would Object to My 
version of that afternoon's picnic." 

"No," Luke conceded, "she wouldn't.” 


"After all, the Sagas are for General Galactic Con- 
sumption." 


Skywalker sighed. "“Lugos, why can't you just write the 
story of a farmboy from Tatooine who simply does his job?" 


"Please. I ama Whill, not a downport folksinger. Or 
would you have me Rewrite that last Scene?" 


"I'll write my own stories, Cergaelugos," the Jedi 
warned. 


Cergaelugos almost broke precedent and grinned. Almost. 








"No one will Believe you," he said. 
"Why not? I'm:the hero!" 
The Whill sat forward, picked up his stylus and returned to 

his notetaking. "Precisely for that Reason, Luke," he said. "Every- 

one knows Heroes are too Busy Being Inspiring to write about Inspiration." 
"Ah-ha! I thought you said you were writing history \" 


Cergaelugos looked up, the expression on his face solemn, his 
eyes dancing. "Is there a Difference?" 


Iz been chosen to record the life of 
the remarkable young human whose destiny is 


so intricately entwined with the freedom of the 
galaxy. Young for our races we both are, but 
young we shall not stay. As he grows to the day 
when he meets the fate he had chosen and wins 
or dies, I shall be with him. This is my duty, my 
honor, to mark this passage of a Jedi Knight, and 
by his side I shall remain. 





Flar, look at this 
ugly growth! 
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I caw wot understand whe 
our forces are having 
such trouble securin 
this. worthless plawet ! 


_ KNIGHT AND ~ 
DRAGON: guesr 


I bid Her good-bye and mount my white-metal charger 

(And wish for the guidance of the 01d Knight). 

She is sleek and fine and purring with power, 

The dream machine I've always wanted, from the very hour 

I was taught to fly, back home on Tatooine. 

And if this is my time to die, I know of few better ways 
Then to spend my final moments using every skill.I've got 
And praying that my efforts clear the way for our one Tong 
: shot. 


Rebels? 

From all that I have seen, young though I may be, 

It was never They, but we who were the guardians of justice 

and life, 

And They the Destroyers, who grew strong amid the strife. 

The Senatorial schisms have done far more 

Than merely to sunder the bonas of trust between the worlds. 

Like star-fire belching Dragons they have blast us in their 
: wrath, 

And now meet our defiance with their cosmic laser-shaft. 


(If only. Ben were here... but this is no time for regret...) 

The Way is slowly coming clear. 

I think of the sabre that Ben passed on to me, 

The outward symbol, he foretold, of the Knight I will become. 

My sabre, that shines as a transcendant star, 

The mirror, legend has it, of a Jedi's soul! 

And though my training was unfinished, and though I am yet 
far from whole, 

The young boy I am now, must somehow become a Man. 


From "The Epte of Luke Skywalker" 
- Kilamon, Jedi-Poet 
translation by Rebecca S. Greenberg 
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After the Revolution 


Karen Osman 


The man pushed his hand through his hair in a frustrated ges> 
ture. "I wonder if it's getting gray yet. I wish they'd let me have a 
mirror." His forehead felt sticky, and he looked at his hand. Blood. 
"That must be from the time I slammed my fist into the wall," he thought 
dully. "I didn't even notice. I thought I was over it by now -- that 
I could control myself. But that last landing sounded so damned much . 
like MY ship." 


A pang of almost physical pain lanced through him at the mem- 
ory of his ship. With his eyes closed he could see every detail of her 
ungainly, souped-up frame, tne maze of instrumentation, the engines he 
had spent so many hours doctoring, the savagely powered guns. He could 
feel the cool smoothness of her hull under his polishing rag. She was 
more dear to him than any woman. He was in anguish at the thought of : 
whatever fool they had given her to shredding her delicate machinery with 
his clumsy piloting. 


It was ridiculous! The authorities hadn't been able to touch 
him in all those years. Now, here he was -- jailed, his ship stolen -- 
by those he had supposed were his friends. 


He remembered his last interview with the baby-faced Republican 
general. "I saved your Zife, you sanctimonious bastard! What do you mean, 
I'm an ‘incorrigible?’ I don't even run the hard stuff, just soft drugs 
and government contraband." 


"I'm truly sorry," the little blond twirp had said, "but the 
New Republic has an obligation to protect its citizens from undesirable 
influences. Equal justice for all... No special privileges... Uphold the 
moral standards of the New Order... " 


"You were willing enough to help me get by the Imperials." 


"But this is not a tyranny; this is a democratic government of 
free beings." 


"Right, Skywalker." 


: The sound of another light freighter landing. brought Solo back 
to the present. By standing on his toes at the bars and craning his neck 
he could just see it coming in. Maybe this time it-would be the méZlen- 
nium Falcon. 


Shackled Spirit 


Landbound -- 

Never again to sail 

In the star-sea, 

Too slow in escape; 

Just once, too Jate ++ 
And now, no longer entirely 
Entirely a man, 

I must stay here, 

Gazing at the stars 

I can never again touch, 
My silver. star-bird 
Destroyed beyond hope 

And I, no better, 

Exist in limbo, 

My heart still flies 

Amid the star<diamonds, 
While my severed form 
Stays behind -- and wéeps, 





Have You Heard The One 
About 
The Travelling WOOKIEE 


Hell's bells, I'm not much good at reviewing stuff. 1 mean, 
I'm a xamblin' kind of guy -- Literarily, anyway -- and reviewing re- 
quines a semi-onderty mind. But having seen STAR WARS 45 times, I kind 
of felt that it was my civic duty to say something about the "STAR WARS 
Holiday Special", because if I didn't; eles would? {Never mind who 
connate you would cane 44 1 didn't say ay are ppenitattons Like that 
wilh definitely get you on the wrong side 0 @ Force.) 


Now, as we all know, this is the year that _Hoktywood decided 
"ekl's fair when it comes to Big Bucks and STAR WARS." Which is to' oe 
the prime motivation behind CBS making this special was more Likely bé, 
bucks and/or ratings than creating something George Lucas and 1 Roald” 
be proud of. Those of you more astute tube watchers may even have noticed 
that Lucas's name was conspicuously absent from the List of credits at 
the end of the show. Apparently he wasn't even consulted as a "creative 
advisor", although whether this was his choice or CBS's is unknown. 


So we'ne off to a bad stant already, right? Then CBS Labels 
the whole two-hour extravaganza a "Musical-variety" special 40 as to have 
a good excuse to plug members of its current stable of unemployed singers” 
and comedians into a Lot of specially neated bit noLes. 1 mean, sure, 
everybody's got to make a buck, but when it comes to the point of casting 
"Maude" as a cantina owner and Diahann Carroll as a dirty old Wookiee's 
feathered fantasy, things are definitely sliding downhile. 


Incidentally, thene was something more curious in the Latter 
role than the casting. Why would an ape-Like creature delight in an 
erotic vision of a back, humanoid female? Has something been going on 
between the Wookiee species and humankind behind closed doors that we 


don't know about? On is this just a sdmple example of earthnocentrici 
on the part of the writers (they Like Diahann Carroll -- why shouldn't 
an old Wookiee?)? 


Add to all this the fact that our beloved heroes, the STAR 
WARS negulars, appeared fon a total of 15 minutes out of 120 and you 
Will quickey come to the conclusion that this was an A-1 nauncho ex- 
ploitive bit of garbage. Well, 1 may get shoved into the nearest trash 
masher with a Dia Nogu, but I've got to admit I kind of Like it. 


Not that I'm a mago- 
chist on anything. 12's just 
that there actually were some 
nedeeming features in those 
120 minutes. 


First of all, there 
was actually some kind of orig- 
Anak pot holding the whole thing 
together -- a rather juvenife 
one, admittedly, but Let's not 
forget that it was a "children's 
Spectak". Heck, that's more than 
an episode of "Battlestar: Gal- 
actica" usually has, 


The information incor- 
porated within the seript was 
Logical {i.e., it made mone sense 
than Alan Dean Neng ah "nov-. 
ek", Splinter o e@ Mind's Eye, 
and it did sak ee ee anaes 
the premises Lucas established in 
the original movie). Even the 
characterization was within the 
Limits of credulity (Han Solo was 
a bit too soft-hearted for. my 
taste, but again, it was a kid's 
Show). 


Redeeming Feature #2: 
Costuming and make-up were surpris- 
ingly professional for a TV special. 
The use of Rick Baker's original 
cantina characters made the scene 
at the "Scum and Vilkainy Bar & 
Grike" one of the high points of 
the two hours, despite Bea Arthur 
and Harvey Korman's incongruous 
presence. 





The Wookiee costumes (those of Malla, Chewie's wife, Itchy, 
Chewie's ofd dad, and Lumpy, Chewie's Little son) were especially created 
fon the show, but with the amount of time and effort that obviously went 
Anto them, 1 wouldn't be surprised to see the costumes (if not the char- 
acters themselves) show up again in the forthcoming STAR WARS fi2m sequel, 
The Empine Strikes Back. 


Redeeming Feature #3: There was an intriguing bit of Japanese 
animation presented about midway through the special. Gee whiz -- neat 
stuff. They've come a Long way from "Speed Racer.” well-researched and 
nicely carried out. I'd brave a Saturday morning hangover to get up and 
See Something on the onder of that on the tube. 


ALL in all, there wads about an hour's worth of "hey, not bad!" 
Stuff out of two hours worth of show. Percentages Like that on television 
ane nothing to sneeze at these days. "The STAR WARS Holiday Special" 
turned out 26 be a Lot Less expLoitive than the aforementioned "Battle- 
star: Galactica". 1§ it weren't for John Dykstra's nice visual effects 
and Starbuck's nice ass, IT woukd have given up on that show weeks ago. 
Since its premier, "Galactica" has Lifted plots from STAR WARS, Silent 
ing, The Guns of Navaronne, Ice Station Zebra, The Caéne Hatin, » Shane, 
STAR TREK, and "Combat™ -- just to name a few which were x y Adentifi= 
ate Sigh. And this show is supposed to be the pinnacle of television 


Is it any wonder 1 prefer to Listen to a bunch of Wookiees ar- 
gue about whose twin it is to take out the garbage? 


- Paula Block - 











WANTED! 


(PREFERABLY ALIVE -- OR AT LEAST IN ONE PIECE) 


Submissions -- stories, artwork, poetry for: 





MIRROR WORLDS: a one-shot 'zine devoted to stories, art and poetry 
pertaining to any viable alternate universe, but with an 
emphasis on the MIRROR, MIRROR universe. If you've got a 
STAR TREK/STAR WARS/original mirror-universe story written, 
we'd like to see it! 
Deadline for submissions: 12/31/79 


TIME WARP #4: all submissions received will be considered for this 
issue: STAR TREK, STAR WARS, fantasy, general, media or 
original SF, etc. 

Deadline for submissions: 12/31/79 


(anything received after this date will be considered for 
issue #5 


PERN PORTFOLIO #2: any story, artwork or poetry built around one of 
Anne McCaffrey's universes is welcome; also anything dealing 
with dragons in general (how about a "scholarly" treatise on 
the myth that dragons do not exist!) 

Deadline for submissions: 12/31/79 


ALSO: 


' RIGHT OF STATEMENT is always looking for letters, announcements of 
fannish interest, reviews, filler art, etc. Anything received 
after the close of an issue will be used in the following one. 


Submissions should be sent. to: 


Anne Elizabeth Zeek 
OR Regina E. Gottesman 
“~ Isis Press 
P. 0. Box 296 
Staten Island, NY 10307 


If you wish unused submissions returned to you, please state this and enclose 
a large manila envelope with the proper postage. Thank you. 


«blurbles 


The following list of STAR WARS fanzines 
is offered as a public service for our 
readers. For more details as to contents 
and price/availability; please SASE each 
zine. 





* 


AGAINST THE SITH, 3205 Bailey Hill Road, 
Eugene, OR 97405. 


ALDERAAN, Kzinti Press, PO Box, 8554, 
Toledo, OH 43623. 


FALCON'S FLIGHT, Box 5117 TTU, Cooke- 
ville, TN 38501.. 


FALC’N'S. LAIR, 29409 Aspen Drive, Flat 
Rock, MI 48]34. 


GALACTIC FLIGHT, 595 Bloomfield Ave., 
’ Bloomfield, NJ 07003. 


GUARDIAN, Linda Deneroff, 1800 Ocean 
Parkway, Brooklyn, NY 11223. 


MOONBEAM, Deborah M. Walsh, c/o DurEco 
Corp., 240 Commercial St. Boston 02189. 


MOS EISLEY TRIBUNE, PO Box 40937, 
Nashville, TN 37204. 


SKYWALKER, ]950 Cooley Ave., #5306, 
Palo Alto, CA 94303. 


WARPED SPACE, T'Khutian Press, 5132 
do-Don Drive, East Lansing, MI 48823. 





EDITOR'S NOTE: "After the Revolution" originakly appeared in "The ha 
Centauna Communicator". It is reprinted herein with peunission. sai 





